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L To the Right Honorable 
CHARLES 
Lord HALLIF AX. 


A My Lo Rp, 
P I could have the Vanity to 
make a Merit of Dedicating this 
» IractDy, I ſhould here take 
an Opportunity of telling You, 
that I am, in this, endeavoring 
to make the beſt, and only Return I am 
capable of, for all thoſe Marks of exceeding 
3 Goodneſs and Humanity, which I have till 
had the Honor to meet with from Your 
B 2 Lord- 


DEDICATION. 


Lordſhip. But ſince the Matter is quite if 4 | 
-otherwiſe, fince it is highly to my Advan- q 
tage to ſhelter myſelf under ſo great a Name; 
fince I have done myſelf ſo much Honor ; 
by it; I am bound to own, with all the 4 
-Gratitude I am capable of, that Your Lord- 
ſhip's Patronage is a new, and will be a 2 
laſting Obligation upon me. 1 
Moſt kinds of Poetry, 8 eſpecially Tra- 3 
GEDIES, come into the World now, ke 
Children born under ill Stars; a general In- 
difference, or rather Diſinclination, attends 3 


| like 2 bad Influence upon 'mz and after 1 


having buſtled thro' ill Uſage, and a ſhort 7 
Life, they ſleep and are forgotten, The 
Reliſh of Things of this kind is certainly 
very much alter'd from what it was ſome 
time ſince; and tho? 1 won't preſume to cen- 
ſure other- People's Pleaſures, and preſcribe ® 
to the various Taſtes of Mankind; yet I will 
take the Liberty to ſay, that thoſe who ſcorn 
to be entertain'd like their Fore-fathers, will 


hardly ſubſtitute ſo reaſonable a Diverſion in 
the room of that which they have laid aſide. 
1 could wiſh there were not ſo much Reaſon 


= DEDICATION. 
; | as. there is to attribute this Change of In- 
te BY clinations, to a Diſc ſteem of Learning itſelf. 
n- Too many People are apt to think, that 
©; Books are not neceſſary to the finiſhing the 
or Character of a fine Gentleman; and are 
he therefore eaſily drawn to deſpiſe what they 
d- X know nothing of. But, my Lord, among. 
à all theſe mortifying Thoughts, it is till a 
4 Pleaſure to the Muſes, to think there are 
* * ſome Men of too delicate Underſtandings to: 
ce x give into the Taſtes of a deprav'd Age; 
N- 9 Men that have not only the Power but the 
Is Will, to protect thoſe Arts which they love, 
er becauſe they are Maſters. of em. 
rt lt would be very eaſy for me to diſtinguiſh 
ie one among thoſe few, after the moſt ad- 
ly 7 vantageous manner; but all Men of common 
ie 27 Senſe have concurr'd in doing it already, and 
there is no need of a Panegyric, 
I could be almoſt tempted to expoſtulate 
with the reſt of the World (for I am ſure 
n i there is no Occaſion to make an Apology to 
Il Tour Lordſhip) in defence of Poetry. I am 
n far from thinking of a good Poet, as the 
* 3 CStoics did of their Wiſe-man, that he was 
n B 3 ſufficient 


DEDICATION. 1 
ſalßcient for every thing, could be ever, 
thing, and excel in every thing, as he pleas'd; 


yet fure I may be allow'd to fay, that that * 
Brightneſs, Quickneſs, that Strength and 3 
Greatneſs of Thinking, which is requir'd in 
any of the nobler Kinds of Poetry, would 


raiſe a Man to an uncommon Diſtinction 


in any Profeſſion or Buſineſs, that has a 
Relation to good Senfe and Underſtanding. 
One modern Inftance can at leaft be given, 
where the ſame Genius that ſhone in Poetry, 
was found equal to the firſt Employm 

of the State; and where the ſame Ma 
who by his Virtue and Wiſdom was highly 
uſeful to, and inſtrumental in the Safety and 
Happineſs of his native Country, had been 
equally ornamental to it in his Wit. 

This is what I could not help ſaying, for 

the Honor of an Art which has been for- 
merly the Favorite of the greateſt Men. Not 
that it wants a Recommendation to. Your 
Lordfhip, who have always been a conſtant 
and generous Protector cf it. This indeed 
would be much more properly faid to the 


World, and when I have told em what Men 
. n 


— 
— 


"DEDICATION. 

have equally adorn'd it, and been adern'd 
by it, I might not unfitly apply to em, 
what Horace ſaid to the Pi/o's,. 

— — — Ne forte Pudor® 
it tibi Muſa Lyre folers & Cantor Apollo. 
1 * For my own inconſiderable Pretenſions to- 
1 1 Verſe, I ſhall, I confeſs, think better even 
| of them, than I have ever yet done, if they 
hall afford me 9 
} ) choughs, 


Lo RD. 


ur Tordſbip's moſt obedient, 


8 and devoted humble | 
* 
: 


h N. Rows. 


2 a od Yi on addict fy 
PROLOG U E, 
Spoken by Mr. Brrrrxrox. 


INCE t your fam d Fore- Fathers quite contrary, 
. You from their Pleaſures, as their Wiſdom, 9 
What Art, what Method, ſhall the Poet find, 
To bit the Tafte of eath fantaſtic Mind? x 


| Legions of Jays your «wand ring Fancies lead. 2. 3 


Like Summer Flies, which in the Shambles breed; 
Each Year they fwarm anew, and to the laſt ſucceed. 
Time was, when Fools by Fellowſhip were known ; 
But now they firay ; and in this populous rn 1 c 
Each Coxcomb has a Folly of his tn. 

Some dreſs, ſome dance, ſome play; not to forget 

Your Piquet Parties, and your dear Baſſet 9 
Some praiſe, ſome rail, ſome bow, and ſome make faces; | 
Yeur Country Squires hunt Foxes. your Court,” Places, 
The City too fills up the various Scene, 


Where Fools lay Wagers, and where Wiſe Men win. | 
One rails at Czlia for a late Miſchance ; 3 
One grumbles, and cries up the Pow'r of France. oy 


This Man talks Politics, and that takes Pills; $ 
One cures his own, and one the Nation's Illi. L 
Now Fidling, and the Charms of Sing-Song, win he; 
Harmonious Peg, and warbling Valentini. 3 
Ls to your Drinking — but, for That, we ſpare it, 3 
Nor with your other vile Delights compare it, L a 
There's ſomething more than Sound, —_ s Senſe in Claret. a 
Man- 


PROLOGUE. 


an-while neglacted Verſe, in long Diſgrace, 
Anorgſt your many Pleaſures finds no Place ; 
The virtuous Laws of Common-ſenſe forſavearing, 
| Vn damn us like packt Furies, without hearing. 
4 Fach puny Whipfter here, is Wit enough, c 


f 

4 

) ; | 
? Y 
[ 


Li 


ET :th ſcornful Airs, and ſupercilious Snuff, 

3 o cry, This Tragedy's ſuch damn'd grave Stuff. 
But now abe hope more equal J udges come, 

1 ince Flanders ſends the gen'rous Warridrs home : 


Lou that have fought for Liberty and Laws, q 


= | N boſe Valor the proud Gallic Tyrant awes, 

Join to aſſert the ſinking Muſes Cauſe ; 

. N Since the ſame Flame, by different Ways expreſs d. 
4 Glixus in the Hero's and the Poet's Breaſt ; 

4 The ſame great Thoughts, that rouſe you to the Fight, 
Miſpire the Muſe, and bid the Poet write. 
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Dramatis Perſonæ. 


| ME N. I 
| Jengiſt, King of Kent, Son to Hengi/! 3 
the firſt Garen Invader of Britain. F Mr. Bob. 
| Aribert, his Brother. Mkr. Vill. 
Offa, a Saxon Prince. Mr. Huands, 
| | Ofwald, Friend to Aribert. Mx. Ken. 
| WOMEN. 
Rodogune, a Saxon Princeſs, Siſter. to Mrs. B i 
Of, betrothed to the King. Mrs. Barry. 


Eth: linda, a Britiſp 
marry 'd to Aribert. 


Lady, ran Pages. Of , , 
Priefts Officers, Saller and ether. Attendants. 4 
SCENE iꝝ Kent, about Twenty Years: 


after the firſt Invaſion of Britain by the 
Saxons. 
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ROYAL CONVERT. 
Kerne. 
F 1 PALACE K. 

} Enter ARIBERT and Os WALD.. 
; | ' ARISERYS. 
' OUCH are, my Friend, the Joys our Loves have 


known, i 
So flill to be defir'd, fo ever new, 
Nor by Fruition pall'd, nor chang'd by Abſence. 
Whate'er the Poets dreamt of their EHu, 
Or what the Saints believe of the firſt Paradiſe, 
When Nature was not yet deform'd by Winter, 
But one perpetual Beauty crown'd the Year, 
Such have we found em till, fill, fill the fame. . 
OSWALD. 
Such grant, kind Heav'n, their Courſe to be for ever! 
But yet, my Prince, forgive your faithful Oſwalad. 
If he believes you melt with too muck Tenderneſs ; 
Your noble Heart forgets its native Greatneſs, FF 
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And ſinks in Soſtneſs, when you languiſh thus; 4 
Thus figh and murmur but for ſix Days Abſence. 
 ARIBERT. 


Chide not; but think Pr e 


Thou lov'dſt thyſelf, how thou wert wont to judge 
Of Time, of Love, of Abſence, and Impatience. 
What! fix long Days, and never write nor ſend, 
Tho' Adelmar and Kerwald, faithful both, 
Were left behind, to bring me Tidings from her: 
How, Ethelinda! how haſt thou forgot me! 
re, A 
Perhaps Lerr; but if the Pain be ſuch, - 
Why is the Fair One, who alone can als i it, 
Thus far divided from your longing Arms? 
*Twere better ne'er to part, than thus to mourn, 
7 >: SRIBE RE. 
oh Ofwald! is there not a fatal Cauſe.? 
Thou know'ſt my Ethelinda 
| OSWALD. 
Is a Chriftian ; 
A Name by Saxons, and their Gods, abhorr'd. 
To me her diff ring Faith imports not much; 
"Tis true indeed, bred to my Country's Manners, 
I worſhip as my Fathers did before me. 
Unpractis'd in Diſputes, and wrangling Schools, 
I ſcek no farther Knowledge, and ſo keep 
My Mind at Peace, nor know the Pain of doubting ; 
What others think I judge not of too nicely, 
But hold, all honeſt Men are in the right. 
 ARIBERT. 
Then know yet more ; for my whole Breaſt is thine, 
Ev'n all my ſecret Soul: I am a Chriftian. 
"Tis wonderful to tell; for Oh, my Ofwald, 
J lien'd to the Charmer of my Heart. 
Still, as the Night that fled away, I fate, 


* 
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I heard her with an Eloquence divine, 
Reaſon of holy and myſterious Truths; 
Of Heav'n's moſt righteous Doom, of Man's Injuſtice ; 
Of Laws to curb the' Will, and bind the Paſhons; 
Of Life, of Death, and Immortality ; 
Of gnaſhing Fiends beneath, and Pains eternal; 
Of ſtarry Thrones, and endleſs Joys above. 
My very Soul was aw'd, was ſhook within me; 
Methought I, heard diſtin, I ſaw moſt plain, 
Some Angel, in my £:helinda's Form, 
Point out my Way to everlaiting Happineſs, 
OSWALD. 

'Tis wonderful indeed! and yet great Souls, 
By Nature half divine, ſoar to the Stars, 
And hold a near Acquaintance with the Gods, 
And Oh, my Prince, when I ſuryey thy Virtue, 
I own the Seal of Heav'n imprinted on thee; 
I ſtand convinc'd that good and holy Powers 
Inſpire and take Delight to dwell within thee. 
Vet Crowds will fill believe, and Prieſts will teach, 
As wand'ring Fancy, and as Int'reſt leads. | 
How will the King and our fierce Saxon Chiefs 
Approve this Bride and Faith? Had Royal Hengif, 
Thy Father liv'd ! 


ARIBER 7. 

Tiis on that Rock we periſh; 
Thou bring't his dreadful. Image to my Thoughts, 
And now he ſtands before me, ſtormy, fierce, 
Imperious, unrelenting, and to Death 
Tenacious of his Purpoſe once reſolv'd. 
Juſt ſuch he ſeems, as when ſevere and frowning 
He forc'd the King, my Brother, and myſelf, : 
To kneel and ſwear at Wader's cruel Altar, 
Firſt never to forego our Country's Gods; 
Then made us vow with deepeſt Imprecations, 
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If it were either's Fortune e'er to wed, | 
Never to choole a Wiſe among the Chuiſtn, 
SA. 
Have you not falt d in both? 
ARTBERT. 
*Tis true, I have; 
But for a Cauſe fo juſt, fo worthy of me, 


That not t have fail'd in both, had been have fail d. 


Ves, Oſwald, by the conſcious Judge within, 
So do I ſtand acquitted to myſelf, 
That were my bende free from Danger, 
On peril of my Life I would make known, 
And to the World avow, my Love and Faith. 
* OSWALD. 

I dare not, nay, tis ſure I cannot blame you: 

You are the ſecret Worſhip of my Soul, 

To me ſo perfect, that you cannot err. 

But Oh! my Prince, let me conjure you now, 

By that moſt faithful Service I ve ftill paid you, 

By Love, and by the gentle Erhelinga, 

Be cautious of your Danger, reſt in Silence. 

In holy Matters, Zeal may be your Guide, 

And lift you on her flaming Wings to Heav'n; 

But here on Earth truſt Reaſon, and be ſafe. 
ARIBERT. 

Tis true, the preſent angry Face of things 
Beſpeaks our cooleft Thoughts: The Brie; King, 
Ambrofius, arms, and calls us forth to Battle, 
Demanding back the fruitful Fields of K-z?, 
By Vortigern to royal Hengift givin; 

A mean Reward for all thoſe Saxon Lives 
Were loft, in propping Britain's finking State. 
_OSWALD. 
The War wich Britain is a diftant Danger, 


Nor to be weigh'd with our domeſtic Fears, 


Young 


» e IF — x7 q A _— 
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Young Offa, chief among our Saxon Princes, 
Who at the King's Entreaty friendly came. 
From northern Jurland, and the Banks of F/3;, 
With twice ten thouſand Warriors to his Aid, 
Frowns on our Court, complains alond of Wrongs, 
And wears a public Face of Diſcontent. 
ARIBERT. 
"Tis ſaid he is offended, that the King 
Delays to wed his Siſter. 
OSWALD, 
' Twas agreed, 
'T was made the firſt Condition of their Friendſhip, 
And ſworn with all the Pomp of Prieſts and Altars, 
That beauteous Rodogune ſhou'd be our Queen : 
Then wherefore this Delay? The Time was fix'd, 
The Feaſt was bid, and Mirth proclaim'd to all; 
The Crowd grew jovial with the Hopes of Holydays, 
And each, according to our Country's Manner, 
Provok'd his Fellow with a friendly Bowl, 
And blefs'd the royal Pair; when on the Morn, 
The very Morn that ſhould have join'd their Hands, 
The King forbad the Rites. 
ARIRERT. 
Two Days are paſt, 
Nor-has-my Brother yet diſclos'd the Cauſe. 
Laſt Night, at-parting from him, he ſtopt ſhort, 
Then catch'd my Hand, and with a troubled Accent, 
With Words that ſpoke like ſecret Shame and Sorrow, 
He told me he had ſomething to impart, 
And wilh'd that I would wait him in the Morning. 
OSWALD. 
But fee, Prince Of/a, and his beauteous Siſter ! 
The King's molt favour d Counſellor, old Safrid, 
Is with em too. 


"YL SS D "> 24 hee 


ARIBERT., 
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ARIBERT. | 
Retire; I would not meet em. 
That Princeſs, Ofwald, is eſteem'd a Wonder. 
To me ſhe ſeems moſt fair; and yet, methinks, 
Doft thou not mark ? there is I know not what 
Of ſullen and ſevere, of fierce and haughty, 
That pleaſes not, but awes; I gaze aſtoniſh'd, 
And Fear prevents Deſire. So Men tremble, 
When Light ning ſhoots in glitt'ring Trails along: 
It ſhines, tis true, and gilds the gloomy Night; 
But where it ſtrikes, tis fatal. [ Exeunt Ari. and Oſw. 


henne 


| Enter OA, Ro Docu, sro rA, and 
| Attendants. 


OF F 4. 

By Woden, no! I will not think he meant it; 
Revenge had elſe been ſwift. So high I hold 
The Honor of a Soldier and a King, 
| I wo'not think your Maſter meant to wrong me. 

; Let him beware, however! jealous Friendſhip, 
And Beauty's tender Fame, can brook no Slights. 
What in a Foe I pardon or deſpiſe, 

Is deadly from a Friend, and ſo to be 

SEOFRID. 

[| Whatever Fame or ancient Story tells, 

| Of Brother's Love, or celebrated Friends, 

Whoſe Faith, in Perils oft, and oft in Death, 

1 | Severely had been try'd, and never broke, 

| Such is the Truth, and ſuch the grateful Mind 

| Of royal Hengiſt to the princely Offa. 

| Nor you, fair rinceſs, frown, if Wars and Troubles, 

1 [To Rodogune. 
1 If watchful Councils, and if Cares, which wait 

| On Kings, the Nurſing- Fathers of their People, 

| Withhold a while the Monarch from your Arms. 
ROD O. 


_ K 
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 RODOGUNE. 

When fierce Anbroſius leads the Pritons forth, 
Thunders in Arms, and ſhakes the duſty Field, ' 
It ſuits thy wary Maſter's Caution well 
To ſit with dreaming hoary Heads at Council, | 
And waſte the midnight Taper in Debates. 

But let him ſtill be wiſe, conſult his Safety, 

And trouble me no more. Does he ſend thee 

With Tales of dull RefpeR, and faint Excuſes ? 

Tell him he might have ſpar'd the formal Meſlage, 

Tiil ſome kind Friend had told him how I languiſh'd, 

How like a Turtle I bemoan'd his Abſence. 
SEO FRI D. 

Pardon, fair Excellence, if falt'ring Age 

Prophanes' the Paſſion I was bid to paint, 

And drops the Tale imperfe& from my Tongue. 

But Lovers beſt can plead their Cauſe themſelves ; 
And ſee, your Slave, the King, my Maſter, comes, 
To move your gentle Heart with faithful Vows, 

And pay his humble Homage at your Feet. 


Pater the Ke Guards, and other Attendants, 


KING. 
| But that I truſt not to that Babbler, Fame, 
Who, careleſs of the Majeſty of Kings, 
FX Scatters lewd Lies among the Crowd, and wins 


The eaſy Idiots to believe in Monſters, 


I ſhould have much to charge you with, my Crother 
I ſtand accus'd 


OFFA. 
How Sir ? 
K ING. 
So ſpeaks Report, 
As wanting to my Honor, -and my Friend ; 
By you I ſtand accus'd, 


is N ROYAL Convrar, 
0 FFA. 
| No by our Friendſfüp, 
If that be yet an Oath, reſolve me, Hengiſt 
Whence are theſe Doubts between us, whence ab 
Caldneſs? | F 

Say thou, who know ſt, what ſadden ſecret Thought | K 
Has ſtept between, and dafh'd the public Joy. i 
Thou call'ſt me Brother; wherefore wait the Prieſts, 
And ſuffer Hes holy Fires to lamguiſh ? 

What hinders but that now the Rites begin, 

That now we loſe all Thoughts of paſt Diſpleaſure, 

And in the Temple tie the ſacred Knot | 

Of Love and Friendſhip to endure for ever? 
KING. 

What hinders it indeed, but that which makes 
This medly War within? but that which cauſes 
This Sickneſs of the Soul, and weighs her down. 
With nn mortal Caro? 

OFF. | 
What hall Felt 

This ſecret 3 Grief, that hides its Head, 

And loves to lurk in Shades? have royal Minds 

Such Thoughts as ſhun the Day ? 

KING. 
Urge me no farther, 

But, like a Friend, be willing not to know 
What to reveal would give thy Friend a Pain. 

Be ſtill the Partner of my Heart, and ſhare 

In Arms and Glory with me; but, Oh! leave, 

Leave me alone to ſtruggle thro' one Thought, 

One ſecret anxious Pang that jars within me, 
That makes me act a Madman's Part before thee, 

And talk Confuſion If thou art my Friend, 

Thou haſt heard me, and be ſatisfy d if not, 

L bave toq much deſcended from myſelf 
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To make the mean Requet—— bur reſt we here. 
To you, fair Princefs——— 
RODOGUNE. 


19 


No! there needs no more; 


For I would ſpare thee the unready Tale. 

Know, fuithleſs King, I give thee back thy Vows, 

And bid thee ſin ſecure, be ſafely perjur d. 

Since if our Gods behold thee with my Eyes, 

Their Thunder thall be kept for nobler Vengeance, 

And = they ſcorn, like me they ſhall forgive. 
KING. 

When Anger lightens in the Fair One's Eyes, 
Lowly we bow, as to offended Heav'n, x 
With blind Obedience, and fubmifive Worſhip ; 
Nor with too curious Boldneſs rafhly reafon 
Of what is juſt or unjuſt, fach high Powr 
Is to itſelf a Rule, and cannot err. 

Yet this may be permitteck me to ſpeak, 
Howe'er the preſent Cirrumſtance reproneh me, 
Vet ſtill my Heart avows your Beanty"s FW r, 
My Eyes confeſs you fair. 
RODOGN NE. 
Whate'er I am 
Is of myſelf, by native Worth exiſting, 
Secure, and independent of thy Praiſe; 
Nor let it ſeem too proud a Boaſt, if Minds 
By Nature great, are conſcious of their Greatneſs, 
And hold it mean to borrow ought from Flattery. 
KING. 
You are offended, Lady. 
RODOGUNE. 
, Hengift, no. 


Perhaps thou think'ſt this gen'rous Indignation, 


That bluſhing, burns upon my. glowing Cheek; 
And ſparkles in my Eyes, a Woman's Weakneſs, 


The 
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The Malice of a poor forſaken Maid, * 
Who rails at faithleſs Man—Miſlaken Monarch Gn 
For know ev'n from the firſt, my Soul diſdain'd thee ;: 
Nor am I left by thee, but thou by me. 
SO was thy Falſhood to my Will ſubſervient, 
And by my Purpoſe bound. Thus Man, tho' limited 
By Fate, may vainly think his Actions free, 
While all he does, was at his Hour of Birth, 
Or by his Gods, or potent Star, ordain'd. 

5 O FFA 

No more, "wy Siſter: Let the Gown-Men talk, 

And mark out Right and Wrong in noiſy Courts; 


While the Brave find a nearer way to Juſtice, 


They hold themſelves the Balance and the word, 


And iuffer Wrong from none. * 1is much beneath me,. 


To a k again the Debt you owe to 'onor ; 
So that be ſati fy'd, we till are Friends, 
And Brothers of the War. But mark me, Hengift, 
I am not w.'d'to. wait z and if this Day 
Paſ unregarded as the former. two, 
Soon as To morrow dawn:, expect me. 
XING. 
Where; 
353 e 
Arm'd in the Field. 
S8 EO FRI D. 
Beſeech you, Sir, be calm, 
[To the King, 


The valiant Prince 
| | OFFA 


Tho' 'I cou'd wiſh it otherwiſe. 
And ſince the Honor of the Saxon Name, 
And Empire here in Britain, reſts upon thee, . 
Believe me, I would ſtill be found thy Friend. 
LExtcunt Offa, Rodogune, and Attendants. 
KING. 
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No, I renounee that Friendſhip; periſh too, 
Periſh that Name and Empire both for ever; 
What are the Kingdoms of the peopled Earth, 
What are their Purple, and their Crowus to me, 
If L am curſt within, and want that Peace 
Which ev'ry Slave enjoys? | 

 SEOFRI D. 
229] | My royal Maſter, 
It racks: my aged Heart to ſee you thus; | 
But Oh! what Aid, what Countel can I bring you, 
When all you” eaſtern Down, ev'n to the Surge 
That bellowing beats on Dower's chalky Cliff, 
With creſted Helmets thick embattel'd ſhines ; 
With theſe your Friends, what are you but the greateſt > 
With theſe your Foes—Oh ! let me loſe that Thought, 
And rather think I ſee you Britain's King, 
Ambraſius vanquiſh'd, and the fartheſt Pi&s 
Submitted to your Sway, tho' the ſame Scene 
Diſcover'd to my View the haughty Rodogune 
-Plac'd on your Throne, and Partner of your Bed. 
1:75 8308-1 

What! ſhou'd I barter Beauty for Ambition," 
Forſake my Heav'n of Love, to reign in Hell ? 
Take a domeſtic Fury to my Breait, 
And never know one Hour of Peace again? 
Stateſman, thou reaſon'ſt ill. By mighty Thor, 
Who wields the Thunder, I will rather chooſe 
To meet their Fury. Let em come together, 
Young Offa and Ambrofius. Tho' my Date 
Of mortal Life be ſhort, it ſhall be glo ious, 
Each Minute ſhall be rich in ſome great Action, 
To ſpeak the King, the Hero, and the Lover. 

S EOFRID. 

The Hero and the King are glorious Names; 
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But Oh ! my Maſter, wherefore is the Lover? 
In Honour's Name remember what you are, 
Break from the Bondage of this feeble Paſſion, 
And urge your Way to Glory: Leave with Scorm 
Unmanly Pleaſures to unmanly Minds, | 
And thro' the rough, the tharny Paths of Danger, 
Aſpire to Virtue, and immortal Greatneſs, _ 
XING. 

Hence wich thy hungry, dull, untimely Morals, 
The fond deluding Sophiſtry of Schools. 
Who would be great, but to be happy too? 


And yet ſuch Idiots are we, to 
—Uä— — HAM 


What? but the common Victim of the State: 
Born to.grow old in Cares, to waſte his Blood, 
And ſtill be wretched for the public Good. 

So, by the Prieſts, the nobleſt of the Kind 

Is to atone the angry Gods defign'd ; | 
And while the meaner Sort from Death are freed, 
The. mighty Bull, that wont the Herd to lead, 


Is doom d for fatal Excellence to bleed. [Exeurt. 


What is the-ddcnzreh, mighty,” rick, and-great ? = 


; 
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| X IVS. 
O more of theſe unneceſfiry Doubts: 


Thy Fears are inauſpicious to my Courage. 
And chill the.native Ardor of my Soul. 
This fullen cloudy Sky that bodes a Storm 
Shall clear, and ev'ry Danger fleet away; 
Our Saxons Thall forget the preſent Diſcord, 
And urge the Britoxs with united Arms; 
Hymen ſhall be aton'd, ſhall join two Hearts 
Agreeing, kind, and fitted for each other, 
And Aribert ſhall be the Pledge of Peace. 
SEOPFRID. 


To melt before her Eyes, to meet her Wiſhes, 
And yield Submiſſion to the ba ughty Maid. 
Thou that delight in cruel Wantonneſs, 

To join anequal Necks beneath thy Yoke, 
For once be gentle, and inſpire both Hearts 
With mutual Flames, that each may burn alike. 
Oft haſt thou ruin'd Kingdoms, fave one now; 
And thoſe who curſt thee, (parſimonious Age 

And rigid Wiſdom,) ſhall raiſe Altars to thee. 


Propitious God of Love, incline his Heart 


ACT U. 5 C B NE I. 


Fate the db erst. 


Thy cold, thy cautious Age is vainly anxious, 


Enter 
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Ns * 
'Bat foo ha-comes, and brings our Wiſhes with him. 
Oh, Aribert / my Soul has long defir'd thee, 
Has waited long for thy Relief, and wanted 
To ſhare the Burden which. ſhe bears with thee, - 
And give thee half her Sorrows. 
"ARIBERT. v3 


Ye” 


PUNE Give me all, 
Ev'n all the Pain you feel, and let my Truth 
Be greatly try'd ; let there be much to ſuffer, | 
To prove how much my willing Heart can bear, 
To, eaſe =y King, my, F736 and my Friend. : 


* 


I know Gee ever gentle in thy Nature, i 
Yielding and kind, and tender in thy Friendſhip. 
And therefote all my Hope of Peace dwells with thee. 
For Oh! my Heart has labor'd long with Pain, 
I have endur'd the Rage of ſecret Grief, 
A Malady that burns and rankles inward, 
And wanted ſuch a Hand as thine to heal me. | 
—— — ET 2 5 
peak it, nor wound the Softtiels of my Soul 
With theſe obſcure Complainings ; ſpeak, my Lord. 
dag: = | 4 @& 
Firſt then, this fatal Marriage is my Curſe, 
This galling Yoke to which my Neck is e 3 
This Bride — ſhe is my Plague — the haunts my Dreams, | 
Invades the ſoſter flent Hour of Reſt, |; 
And breaks the balmy Slumber. Night grows tedious, | 
She ſeems to lag, and hang her ſable Wings; | 
And yet'I dread the Dawning of the Morn, 
As if ſome ſcreaming Sprite had ſhriek'd, and al, | 
Hengif, ariſe, To-morrow is thy laſt. 4 
ARIBERT| 
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ARI. ER T. 
A thouſand ſpeaking Griefs are in your Eyes, 
To tell the Rack within I read it plain. 
But Oh! my King, what Prophet could have dream 
A Turn like this? that Beauty ſhould deſtro . 
And Love, which Por 2 _ you, curſe you moſt. 
Oh! wherefore nam'ſ thou Love? Can there be 
When Choice, the free; the chearful Voice of Nature, 
And Reaſon's deareſt Privilege, is wanting? 
What cruel Laws impoſe a Bride, or Bridegroom, 
On any Brute but Man? Obſerve the Beaſts, 
And mark the feather d Kind; does not the Turtle, 
When Venus and the coming Spring incite him, 
Chooſe out his Mate himſelf, and love her moſt, 
Becauſe he likes her beſt? But Kings muſt wed, 
(Curſe on the hard Condition of their Royalty!) 
That ſordid Slaves may ſweat and eat in Peace, 
|  *3,.4RERART. | 
'Tis hard indeed! Would ſhe had never come, 
1 Gar 's & © TS 
So would I{— but now 
ARIBERT. 
Ay! now what Remedy? 
When to refuſe the Saxon Offa's Siſter 
Shall ſhake your Throne, and make the Name of Hengi/, 
The famous, the victorious Name of Hengift, 
Grow vile and mean in Britain. 555 
XING. 
'$ Yes, my Brother, 
There is a Remedy, and only one. | 
This proud imperious Fair, whoſe haughty Soul 
Diſdains the humble Monarchs of the Earth, Ir. 
Vo r. II. SC Who 
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Who ſoars elate, affects to tread the Stars, 
And ſcorns to mingle but with thoſe above, 
Ev'n ſhe, with all that Majefty and Beauty, 
The proudeſt and the faireſt of her Sex, 
She has the Paſſions of a very Woman, 
And dotes on thee, my Ariberr. | 
4 R IBERT. | 
, What means my Lord? impoſſible! 
| KING. 
Tis true; 
As true, as that my Happinec depends 
Upon her Love to thee. My faithful Seofrid 
Has pierc'd into her very inmoſt Heart, 
And found thee reigning there. 
ARIBERT. 
Then all is plain: 
My ſwelling Heart heaves at the Wrong you do me, 
And wo*not be repreſt. Some Fiend from Hell 
Has ſhed his Poiſon in your royal Breaſt, 
And ſtung you with the gnawing Canker, Jealouſy. 
But wherefore ſhould I ſeek for Fiends from Heil, 
And trace the Malice of the Thought from far, 
Since the perfidious Author ſtands confeft ? 
This Villain has traduc'd me. 
SEOFRID. 
Hy the Soul 
Of your vi ori ous Father, royal Hengiſt, 
My ever - gracious, ever-honor'd Maſter, 
Much have you wrong'd your faithful Scfrid, 
To think that I would kindle Wrath betwixt you, 
Or ftrive to break your holy Bond of Brotherhood. 
K ING. 
No, Aribert, accuſe him not, nor doubt 
His oft, his wel-try'd Faith. But caſt thy Eyes 


<* .,J 


Back 
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Back on thyſelf, and while I hold the Mirror, 

Survey thyſelf, the certain Cauſe of Love: 

Survey thy youthful Form, by Nature faſhion' d 

The moſt unerring Pattern of her Skill; 

The Pomp of Lovelineſs ſhe ſpreads all o'er thee, 

And decks thee laviſhly with ev'ry Grace, 

That charms in Woman, or commands in Man; 

Behold — nor wonder then if Crowns are ſcorn d, 

And purple Majefty looks vile before thee. 
ARIBERT. 

Oh! whither, whither would you lead? And why 

This Prodigality of ill-tim*d Praife ? 
SEOFRID. 

Were you not all my royal Maſter faid, 

= Form'd to enthral the Hearts of the ſoft Sex, 

Vet that ſhe loves is plain, from 
ARIBERT. 

Hence, thou Sycophant! 

S ZOFRID. | 

Your Pardon, Sir; it has not been my Office 
To forge a Tale, or cheat your Ear with Flattery, 
Nor have I other Meaning than your Service; 
But that the Princeſs loves you is moſt true, 
Emma, the chief, moſt favor'd of her Women, 
The only Partner of her ſecret Soul, 

To me avow'd her Paſſion; and howe'er 

Her haughty Looks reſent the King's Delay, 

Yet in her Heart with Pleaſure ſhe applauds it, 

And would forego, tho* hard to Womankind, 

The Pride, high Place and Dignity of Empire, 

To ſhare an humbler Fate with princely Aribert. 
| K ING. 

Why doſt thou turn away? wherefore deform 
The Grace and Sweetneſs of thy ſmiling Youth, 
With that ungentle Frown - Art thou not pleas'd 

2 


To 
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To ſee the Tyrant Beauty kneel before thee, 
Diveſted of her Pride, and yield to thee - 
Unask'd a Prize, for which, like Grecian Helen, 
The great Ones of the Earth might ei in — 
And Empires well be loſt? 
ARSBERT.:: ::: 
Are we not Brothers ? 
We are; and Nature form'd' us here alike; - 
Save that her partial Hand gave all the Majeſty 
And Greatneſs to my King, and left me rich 
Only in Plainneſs, Friendſhip, Truth and Tenderneſs. 
'Then wonder not our Paflions are the ſame; 
That the ſame Objects cauſe our Love and Hate. 
You ſay, you cannot love this beauteous en ; 
Is not my Heart like yours? , 
XING. 
Come near, my Brother; 
And while I lean thus fondly on thy Boſom, 
I will diſcloſe my inmoſt Soul to thee, 
And ſhew thee ev'ry ſecret Sorrow there. 
J love, my Aribert; I dote to Death: 
The raging Flame has touch'd my Heart, my Brain, 
And Madneſs will enſue. 
ARIBERT. 
Tis moſt unhappy! 
But fax; what royal Maid, or Saxon born, 
Or in the Britiſb Court, what fatal Beauty 
Can rival Rodogune's imperial Charms ? 
KING, | 
Tis all a Tale of Wonder, tis a Riddle. 
High on a Throne, and royal as I am, 
I want a Slave's Conſent to make me happy. 
Nay more, poſſeſs'd of her I love, or Love, 
Or ſome Divinity, more ſtrong than Love, 
Forbids my Bliſs, nor have I yet enjoy'd her. 
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Tho? I have taught my haughty Heart to bow, 
Tho' lowly as ſhe is, of Birth obſcure, 
And of a Race unknown, I oft' have offer d 
To raiſe her to my Throne, make her my Queen; 
Yet ſtill her colder Heart denies my Suit, 
And weeping, till ſhe anſwers, *Tis in vain. 
| ARIBERT. 
Myſterious all, and dark! Yet ſuch is Love, 
And ſuch the Laws of his fantaſtic Empire. 
The wanton Boy delights to bend the Mighty, 
And ſcofff at the vain Wiſdom of the Wile. 
XING. 
Here in my Palace, in this next Apartment, 
Unknown to all but this my faithful Seofr1d, 
The Charmer of my Eyes, my Heart's dear Hope 
Remains, at once my Captive and my Queen. 
ARIBERT. 
Ha! in your Palace! here! —— 
| K ING. 
ö Ev'n here, my Brother. 
But thou, thou ſhalt behold her, for to thee, 
As to my other Self, I truſt. The Cares 
Of Courts, and Tyrant Buſineſs, draw me hence; 
But Seofrid ſhall ſtay, and to thy Eyes 
[The King figns to Seofrid, who goes out. 
Diſcloſe the ſecret Treaſure! Oh! my Aribert, 
Thou wo't not wonder what diſtracts my Peace, 
When thou behold'ſt thoſe Eyes. Pity thy Brother, 
And from the Beach lend him thy friendly Hand, 
Leſt while conflicting with a Sea of Sorrows, 
The proud Waves over-bear bim, and he periſh. 
Fr #2 7 & 5 AO 
Judge me, juſt Heav'n, and you, my royal Brother, 
If my own Life be dear to me as yours. 
All that my ſcanty Pow'r can give is yours, 
C 


3 If 
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If I am circumſcrib'd by Fate, Oh! pity me, 
That I can do no more; for Oh! my King, 
would be worthy of a Brother's Name, 
Would keep up all my Int'reſt in your Heart, 
That when I kneel before you (as it ſoon 
May happen that I ſhall) when I fall proſtrate, 
And doubtfully and trembling ask a Boon, 
The greateſt you can give, or I can ask, 
I may find Favour in that Day before you, 
And bleſs a Brother*s Love, that bids me live. 
KING. ; 
Talk not of asking, but command my Pow'r. 
By Thor, the greateſt of our Saves Gods, 
I ſwear, the Day that fees thee join'd to Rodbgwne, 
Shall fee thee crown'd, and Partner of my Throne. 
Whate'er our Arms ſhall conquer more in Britain, 
Thine be the Pow'#, and mine but half the Name, 
With Joy to thee, my Aribert, I yield | 
The Wreaths and Trophies of the duſty Field; | 
To thee I leave this nobleſt Iſle to ſway, i 
And teach the ftubborn Britons to obey ; f 
While from my Cares to Beauty I retreat, 3 
Drink deep the lafcious Banquet, and forget f 7 
That Crowns are glorious, or that Kings are great. 4 
[Exit King. 3 


Manet ARIBERT. 


ARIBERT. | 
Oh fatal Love !——curk unauſpicious Flame 
Thy baleful Fires blaze o'er us like a Comet, 
And threaten Difcord, Deſolation, Rage, 4 
And moſt malignant Miſchief. — Lov'd by Rodogune! 
What I!—muſt I wed Rodogpnne!—O Miſery f — 4 


Fantaſtic Cruelty of hoodwink'd Chance 


There is no end of Thought — the Labyrinth winds, : 
| And 


: — 
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And Tam loſt for ever— Oh! where now, 
Where is my Ethelinda now ! ——that dear one, 
That gently us'd to breathe the Sounds of Peace, 
Gently as Dews deſcend, or Slumbers creep ; 
That us'd to brood o'er my tempeſtuous Soul, 
And huſh me to a Calm. 


Enter SEOFRID and ETAELINDA. 


SEOFRID. 
Thus ſtill to weep, 
Is to accuſe my royal Maſter's Truth. 
He loves you with the beſt, the nobleſt Meaning; 
With Honor ——— 
ETHE LINDA. 
Keep, Oh keep him in that Thought, 

And ſa ve me > Pollution, Let me know 
All Miſeries beſide, each kind of Sorrow, 
And prove me with Variety of Pains, 
Whips, Racks, and Flames: For I was born to ſuffer : 
And when the Meaſure of my Woes is full, 
That Pow'r in whom I truſt will ſet me free, 

 ARITBERT. : 

It cannot be No, tis Illuſion all. [Seeing Ber. 
Some mimic Fantom wears the lovely Form, 
Has learnt the Muſic of her Voice, to mock me, 
To ſtrike me dead with Wonder and with Fear. 
| ETHELINDA. 
And do ſee then! my Lord! my Aribert 

What! once more hold thee in my trembling Arms! 
Here let my Days, and here my Sorrows end, 
I have enough of Life. 

SEOFRID. 

Ha! What is this! 

But mark a little farther. [ Aſides 


C 4 ETHE- 
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ETHELIND 4. 
Keep me here, 
Oh bind me to thy Breaſt, and hold me faſt; 
For if we part once more, *twill be for ever. 
It is not to be told what Ruin follows. 
Tis more than Death, tis all that we can ſear, 
And we ſhall never, never meet again. 
ILY *# +4 © £ $ 
Then here, thus folded in each other's Arms, 
Here, let us here reſolve to die together ; 
Defy the Malice of our cruel Fate, 
And thus preſerve the facred Bond inviolable, 
Which Heav'n and Love ordain'd to laſt for ever. 
But *tis in vain, *tis torn, tis broke already; 
And envious Hell, with its more potent Malice, 
Has ruin'd and deform'd the beauteous Work of Heav'n: 
Elſe, wherefore art thou here! Tell me at once, 
And ſtrike me to the Heart But tis too plain: 
I read thy Wrongs I read the horrid Inceſt —— 
S EOFRID. 
Ha] Inceſt, ſaid he, Inceſt [Aba 
E THELIN DA. 
| Oh! forbear 
The dreadful impious Sound ; I ſhake with Horror 
To hear it nam'd. Guard me, thou gracious Heay'n, 
Thou that haft been my ſure Defence till now, 
Guard me from Hell, and that its blackeſt Crime. 
URIBERT.,'” 
Yes, ye Celeſtial Hoſt, ye Saints and Angels, 
She is your Care, you Miniſters of Goodneſs. 
For this bad World is leagu'd with Hell againſt her, 
And only you can fave her.—I myſelf, [To Ethel. 
Ev'n I am ſworn thy Foe, I have undone thee, 
My Fondneſs now betrays thee to Deſtruction. 
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ETHE LINDA. 
Then all is bad indeed. 
ARIIERT. 
Thou ſeeſt it not. 
My heedleſ Tongue has talk d away thy Life: 
And mark the Miniſter of both our Fates. 
[Pointing to Seofrid. 
Mark with what Joy he hugs the dear Diſcov'ry, 
And thanks my Folly for the fatal Secret : 
Mark how alfeady in his working Brain, 
He forms the well-concerted Scheme of Miſchief : 
"Tis fix'd, *tis done, and both are doom'd to Death —— 
And yet there is a Patdſe——lIf Graves are filent, 
And the Dead wake not to moleſt the Living, 
Be Death thy Portion die, and with thee die 
The Knowledge of our Loves. 
[ Aribert catches hold of Seofrid with one Hand, 
. evith the other draws his Sword, and hold; 
it to his Breaft. 
SEOFR1ID. 
What means my Lord? 
ETHELINDA. 
Oh hold! for Mercy's ſake reſtrain thy Hand, 
[ Holding his Hand. 
Blot not thy Innocence with guiltleſs Blood. 
What would thy raſh, thy frantic Rage intend? 
ARIBERT. 
Thy Safety and my own 
ETHELIND A. 
Truſt 'em to Heav'n. 
SEOFRID. 
Has then my hoary Head deſerv'd no better, 
Than to behold my royal Maſter's Son 
Lift up his armed Hand againſt my Life? 
Oh Prince, Oh wherefore burn your Eyes, and why, 


C5 Why 
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Why is your ſweeteſt Temper tum'd to Fury ? 
ARIBERT. 
Oh thou haſt ſeen, and heard, and known too much; 
Haſt pry'd into the Secret of my Heart, 
And found the certain Means of my Undoing. 
| SAH OF RID. 
Where is the Merit of my former Life, 
The try'd Experience of my faithful Years ! 
Are they forgot, and can I be that Villain! 
ARIBERT. 
Ang his faithfal Servant. 
| S£OFRID. 
| Now io de Lit our Empire's other Hope, 
O royal Youth, I ſwear my Heart bleeds for thee ; 
Nor can this Object of thy fond Defire, 
This lovely weeping Fair be dearer to thee, 
Than thou art to thy faithful Szafred. 
I faw thy Love, I heard thy tender Sorrows, 
With ſomewhat like an anxious Fathez"s Pity, 
With Cares, and with a thoaſand Fears for thee. 
44135 E RT. 
What! is it poſſible ! 
SEO FRID. 
Of all the Names 
Religion knows, point the moſt ſacred out, 
And let me fr by chat. 
ARIBERT. 
I would believe thee. 
Forgive the Madneſs of my firſt Deſpair, 


[ Letting fall his Sword. 


And if thou haſt Compaſſion, ew it now; 
Be now that Friend, be now that Father to me, 
Be now that Guardian-Angel which I want, 
Have Pity on my Youth, and fave my Love. 
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Firſt then, to ſtay theſe ſudden Guſts of Paſſion 
That hurry you from Reaſon, reſt aſſur d 
The Secret of your Love lives with me only. 

The Dangers are not ſmall that ſeem to threaten you 3 

Yet, would you truſt you to your old Man's Care, 

I durſt be bold to warrant yet your Safety. 
ARIBERT, 

Perhaps the ruling Hand of Heav'n is in it; 
And working thus unſeen by ſecond Cauſes, 
Ordains thee for its Inſtrument of Good, 

To me, and to my Love. Then be it fo, 
J truſt thee with my Life; but Oh! yet more, 
I truſt thee with a Treaſure that tranſcends 
To infinite Degrees the Life of Aribert; 
I truſt thee with the Partner of my Soul, 
My Wife, the kindeſt, deareſt, and the trueſt, 
That ever wore the Name. 
SEOFRID. 

Now Bleflings ON YOU omm—_—_ 
May Peace of Mind and mutual Joys attend 
To crown your fair Affections. May the Sorrows, 
That now fit heavy on you, paſs away, 
And a long Train of ſmiling Years ſucceed, 
To pay you for the paſt. 

ARIBERT. 

It was my Chance, 
On that diſtinguiſh'd Day when valiant Flawian, 
A Name renown'd among the Brit; Chiefs, 
Fell by the Swords of our victorious Saxons, 
To reſcue this his Davghter from the Violence 
Of the fierce Soldiers Rage. Nor need I tell thee, 
For thou thyſelf behold'ſt her, that I lov'd her, 
Lov'd her and was belov'd ; our meeting Hearts 
Conſented ſoon, and Marriage made us one. 


Her 
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Her holy Faith and Chriſtian Croſs, oppos'd 
Againſt the Saxon Gods, join'd with the Mem'ry 
Of the dread King my Father's fierce Command, 
Urg'd me to ſeek my Etbelinda's Safety, | 
And hide her from the World. Juſt to my Wiſh, 
Beneath the friendly Covert of a Wood, 

Cloſe by whaſe fide the filver Medway ran, 

J found a little, pleaſant, lonely Cottage, 

A Manſion fit for Innocence and Love, 

Had but a Guard of Angels dwelt around it 

To keep off Violence—But forc'd from thenee=— 
By whom betray'd — Why 1 behold her ome barn 


There I am loſt 
| ETHELIND 4. 

There my ſad Part begins. 
It was the ſecond Morn ſince thou hadit left me, 
When through the Wood I took my uſual Way, 
To ſeek the Coolneſs 6f the well-ſpread Shade 
That overlooks the Flood. On a fere Branch, 
Low bending to the Bank, I fate me down, 
Muſing and ſtill; my Hand ſuſtain'd my Head, 
My Eyes were fix'd upon the paſling Stream, | 
And all my Thoughts were bent on Heav'n and thee ; 
When ſudden through the Woods a bounding Stag 
Ruſh'd headlong down, and plung'd amidſt the River. 
Nor far behind, upon a foaming Horſe, 
There follo d hard a Man of royal Port. 
I roſe, and would have ſought the thicker Wood ; _ 
But while J hurry'd on my haſty Flight, 
My heedleſs Feet deceiv'd me, and I fell. 
Strait leaping from his Horſe, he rais'd me up. 
Surpriz d and troubled at the ſudden! Chance, 
J begg'd he would permit me to retire; 
But he, with furious, wild, diſorder'd Looks, 
His Eyes and glowing Viſage flaſhing Flame, 


Swore 


Fo 


* 
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Swore *twas impoſſible ; he never would, 
He could not leave me; with ten thouſand Ravings, 
The Dictates of his looſer Rage. At length 
He ſeiz'd my trembling Hand: I ſhriek d and call'd 
To Heav'n for Aid, when in a luckleſs Hour, 
Your faithful Servants, Aaelmar and Kenwald, 
Came up, and loſt their Lives in my Defence. 
ARIBERT, 
Where will the Horror of thy Tale have end? 
ETHELIND A. 

The furious King (for ſuch I found he was) 

By three Attendants join'd, bore me away, 

Reſiſtleſs, dying, ſenſeleſs with my Fears. 

Since then, a wretched Captive, I deplore 

Our common Woes ; for mine, I know, are thine, ] 
ARIBERT. 

Witneſs the Sorrows of the preſent Hour, 
The Fears that rend ev'n now my lab'ring Heart, 
For thee, and for myſelf. And yet, alas! 
What are the preſent Ills, compar'd to thoſe 
That yet remain behind. for both to ſuffer ? 
Think where thy helpleſs Innocence is lodg'd ; 
The Rage:of lawleſs Pow'r, and burning Luft, 
Are bent on thee; tis Hell's important Cauſe, 
And all its blackeſt Fiends are arm'd againſt thee. 

ETHELINDA. 

"Tis terrible! my Fears are mighty on me, 
And all the coward Woman trembles in me. 

But Oh! when Hope and never-failing Faith 
Revive my fainting Soul, and lift my Thoughts 


| Up to yon' azure Sky, and burning Lights above, 


Methinks I read my Safety written there; 
Methinks I ſee the warlike Hoſt of Heav'n 
Radiant in glitt'ring Arms, and beamy Gold, 
The great Angelic Pow'rs go forth by Bands, 
To 
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To ſuccour Truth and Innocence below, 

Hell trembles at the Sight, and hides its Head 

In utmoſt Darkneſs, while-on Earth each Heart, 

Like mine, is fill'd with Peace and joy unutterable. 

SEOFRID. 

Whatever Gods there be, their Care you are. 

Nor let your gentle Breaſt harbor one Thought 

Of Outrage from the King : His noble Nature, 


Tho' warm, tho” fierce, and prone to ſudden Paſſions, 1 


Is juſt and gentle, when the torrent Rage 
Ebbs out, and cooler Reaſon comes again. 
Should he (which all ye holy Pow'rs avert) 
Urg'd by his Love, ruſh on to impious Force, 
If that ſhould happen, in that laſt Extreme, 
On Peril of my Life I will aſſiſt you, 
And you ſhall ind your Safety in your Flight, 
. .r7 {4 RLREDSTS..., 

Oh guard her Innocence, let all thy Care 

Be watchful, to preſerve her from Diſhonor. 
SEOFRID.. 
Reft on my Diligence and Caution ſafe. 


Ere twice the Ruler of the Day return, 


To gild the chalky Cliffs on Britain's Shore, 


Some favorable Moment ſhall be found, 

To move the King, your royal Brother's Heart, 

With the ſad tender Story of your Loves. 

Till then be chear'd, and hide your inward Sorrows 

With well-diſlembled neceſſary Smiles; 

Let the King read Compliance in your Looks, 

A free and ready yielding to his Wiſhes. 

At preſent, to prevent his Doubts, twere fit 

That you ſhould take a haſty Leave, and part. 
ETHEGLINDA. 

What! muſt we part? 


9 
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SEOQOFRID. 
| But for a few ſhort Hours, 
That you may meet in Joy, and part no more. 
| ARJIBERT. 
X Oh fatal Sound! Oh Grief unknown till now! = 
= While thou art preſent my ſad Heart ſeems lighter; 
II gaze, and gather Comfort from thy Beauty; 
Thy gentle Eyes fend forth a quick ning Spirit, 
And feed the dying Lamp of Life within me; 
Ba Oh! when thou art gone, and my fond Eyes 
IJ Shall ſeek thee all around, but ſeck in vain, 
What Pow'r, what Angel hall fupply thy Place, 
hall help me to ſupport my Sorrows then, 
And fave my Soul from Death? 
| ETHELINDAX. 

My Life! my Lord! 
What would my Heart ſay to thee !— but no more 
Oh lift thy Eyes up to that holy Pow'r, 
Whoſe wond'rous Truths, and Majefty Divine, 
Thy Ethelinds tanght thee firft to know ; / 
There fix thy Faith, and triumph o'er the World: 
For who can help, or who can fave befides ? 
Does not the Deep grow calm, and the rude North 
ze huſh'd at his Command? thro! all his Works, 
Does not his Servant Nature hear his Voice? 
Hear and Obey? Then what is impious Man 
That we ſhould fear him, when Heav'n owns our Cauſe ? 
That Heav'n, ſhall make my Aribert its Care, 
hall to thy Groans and Sighings lend an Ear, 0 
And ſave thee in the Moment of Deſpair. 
| ARIBERT. 

Oh! thou haſt touch'd me with the ſacred Theme, 

And my cold Heart is kindled at thy Flame ; 
An active Hope grows buſy in my Breaſt, 
And ſomething tells me we ſhall both be bleſt. 


— 


Like 
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Like thine, my Eyes the Starry Thrones purſue, 

And Heav'n diſclos'd ſtands open to my View; 

And ſee the Guardian-Angels of the Good, 

Reclining ſoft on many a golden Cloud, 

To Earth they ſeem their gentle Heads to bow, 

And pity what we ſuffer here below; 

But Oh ! to thee, thee moſt they ſeem to turn, 

Joy in thy Joys, and for thy Sorrows mourn : 4 

Thee, Oh my Love, their common Care they make. } 

Me to their kind Protection too they take, j 

And fave me for my Ethelinda's ſake. J 
[Exeunt Seofrid and Ethelinda at one Door, 

Aribert at the other. 1 
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ACT: SCENE I. 
Enter SEOFRID, 


SEOFR1ID. 


H AT is the boaſted Majeſty of Kings, 
Their Godlike Greatneſs, if their Fate depend 
Upon that meaneſt of their Paſſions, Love? 
The Pile their warlike Fathers toil'd to raiſe, 

To raiſe a Monument of deathleſs Fame, 

A Woman's Hand o'er-turns. 'The Cedar thus, 
That lifted his aſpiring Head to Heav'n, 

Secure, and fearleſs of the ſounding Axe, 

Is made the Prey of Worms; his Root deſtroy d, 
He ſinks at once to Earth, the mighty Ruin, 
And Triumph of a wretched Inſed's Pow'r. 


Ils there a Remedy in human Wiſdom, 


My Mind has left unſought, to help this Evil? 
I would preſerve em both, the royal Brothers; 

But if their Fates ordain that one muſt fall, 

Then let my Maſter ſtand. This Chriſtian Woman —— 
Ay, there the Miſchief comes! What are our Gods, 


That they permit her to defy their Pow'r ? ' 
But that's not much, let their Prieſts look to that, 


were ſhe but well remov'd — But then the King —— 
Why, Abſence, Bus'neſs, or another Face, 

1 A thouſand things may cure him. would 'twere done, 
| | And 
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And my Head ſafe — That! let me look to tha. | 
But ſee the Husband comes {—ha!—not ill thought, | 
It hall be try'd at leaſt. 


Enter AR IRB EAT. 


ARIBERT. 
| Ztill to this Place 

My? Heart bans ſtill hither turn my Eyes, 
Hither my Feet unbidden find their way. 
Like a fond Mother from her dying Babe 
Forc'd by officious Friends and Servants Care, 
I linger at the Door, and wiſh to know, 
Yet dread to hear the Fate of what I love. 
Oh Sezo/75d! doſt thou not wonder much, 
And pity my weak Temper, when thou ſeeſt me 
Thus in a Moment chang'd from Hot to Cold, 
My active Fancy glowing now with Hopes, 
Anon thus drooping ; Death in my pale Viſage, 
My Heart, and my chill Veins, all freezing with De- 
ſpair ? 


SEOFRID. 
T ber an equal Portion of your Sorrows, 
Your Fears too all are mine. And Oh! my Prince, 
I would partake your Hopes ; but my cold Age, 


Still apt to doubt the worſt 
» ARTBERT. 
What doſt thou doubt? 
SEOFRID. | 
Nay ! nothing worſe than what we both have fear d. 8 
ARIBERT. | 
How ! nothing! —— ſpeak thy Fear. 
SEOFRID. | 
Why ——nothing new: 
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ARIBERT. 
The King !— Oh that's too much! 
And yet——yet there is more, I read it plain 
n — dark ſullen Viſage—— like a Storm 
Tbat gathers black upon the frowning Sky, 
And grumbles in the Wind — But let it come, 
Let the whole Tempeſt burſt upon my Head, 
Let the fierce Lightning blaſt, the Thunder rive me; 
For Oh tis ſure the Fear of what may come, 
Does far tranſcend the Pain. 
S Z OF RID. 
You fear too ſoon, 
And Fancy drives you much too fiercely on. 
I do not ſay that what may happen, will: 
Chance often mocks what wiſely we foreſee. 
Beſides, the ruling Gods are over all, 
And order as they pleaſe their World below- 
The King, *tis true, is noble—but unpetuous ; 
And Love, or call it by the coarſer Name, 
Luft, is, of all the Frailties of our Nature, 
What moſt we ought to fear; the headitrong Beat 
Ruſhes along, impatient for the Courſe, 
Nor hears the Rider's Call, nor feels the Rein. 
| ARIBERT. 
What would'f thou have me think? 
SEGFRID. 
Think of the worſt, 
Your better Fortune will arrive more welcome. 
To ſpeak then with that Openneſs of Heart 
That ſhould deſerve ypur Truſt, I have my Fears, 
What if, at ſome dead Hour of Night, the King 
Intend a Viſit to your weeping Princeſs ? 
ARIBERT. 


Hat — 


SE Q- 
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SEOFRID.. 
He may go, tis true, with a fair Purpoſe. 
| Suppoſe her ſunk into a downy Slumber, b 
| Her beating Heart juſt tir'd, and gone to Reſt: 
| Methinks I ſee her on her Couch repos'd, . 
| The lovely, helpleſs, ſweet, unguarded Imocence; 
With gentle Heavings riſe her ſnowy Breaſts, 
Soft ſteals the balmy Breath, the roſy Hue 
Glows on her Cheek, a deep Vermilion dies 
Her dewy Lip, while Peace and ſmiling Joy 
Sit huſh'd and ſilent on the ſleeping Fair. 
Then think what Thoughts invade the gazing King; 
Catch'd with the ſudden Flame, at once he burns, 
At once he flies reſiſtleſs on his Prey. . 
Waking ſhe ſtarts diſtracted with the Fright, 
To Aribert's lov'd Name in vain ſhe flies; 
Shrieking ſhe calls her abſent Lord in vain. 
The King, poſſeſt of all his furious Will 
ARIBERT. 
Firſt fink the Tyrant Raviſher to Hell! 
Seize him, ye Fiends !— firſt periſh thou and I! 
Let us not live to hear of ſo much Horror. 
The curſed Deed will turn me ſavage wild, 
Blot ev'ry Thought of Nature from my Soul. 
A Brother I will ruſh and tear his Breaſt, 
Be drunk with guſhing Blood, and glut my Vengeance 
With his inceſtuous Heart. 
SEOFRTITD. 
It is but juſt 
You ſhould be mov'd, for ſure the. Thought is dreadful. 
But keep this ſwelling Indignation down, 
And let your cooler Reaſon now prevail, 
That may perhaps find out ſome means of Safety. 
 AMARTIBE RT. 
Talk f thou of Safety —we may talk of Heav' 15 
ay 


The Ro YAL CONVERT. 4 


May gaze with Rapture on yon ſtarry Regions; 
But who ſhall lend us Wings to reach their Height? 


Impoſſible — 
SE OFRID. 
There is a Way yet left, 
And only one. 


ARIBERT.. 
Ha! ſpeak 
SEOFRI D.' 
Her ſudden Flight. 
ARIBERT. 
Oh! by what friendly Means? Be ſwift to anſwer, 
Nor waſte the precious Minutes with Delay. | 
SEOFRID. 
The King, now abſent from the Palace, ſeems 
To yield a fair Occaſion for your Wiſhes; 
A private Poſtern opens to my Gardens, 
Thro* which the beauteous Captive might remove, 
"Till Night, and a Diſguiſe ſhall farther aid her, 
To fly with Safety to the Britons Camp. 
"Tis true, one Danger I might well object 
ARIBERT. 
Oh! do not, do not blaſt the ſpringing Hopes 
Which thy kind Hand has planted in my Soul. 
If there be Danger, turn it all on me. 
Let my devoted Head 
SEOFRID. 
Nay “tis not much, 
Tis but my Life; and I would gladly give it, 
To buy your Peace of Mind. 
ARIBERT. 
Alas! what mean' ſt thou? 
8 EO FRI D. 
Does it not follow plain? ſhall not the King 
Turn all his Rage upon this hoary Head ? 


Shall 
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To find out Tortures equal to my Fatfhood? 
Imagine you behold me bound and ſcourg'd, 
My aged Muſcles harrow'd up with Whips ; 
Or hear me groaning on the rending Rack, 
Groaning and ſcreaming with the ſharpeſt Senſe 
Of piercing Pain; or fee me gaſh'd with Knives, 
And ſear'd with burning Steel, till the ſeorch d Marrow 
Fries in the Bones, and fhrinking Sinews ſtart, 
A ſmeary Foam works o'er my grinding Jaws, 
And utmoſt Anguiſh ſhakes my lab'ring Frame: 
For thus it muſt be. 
7 IRIFERYT. 
Oh! my Friend! my Father! 
It muſt not be, it never can, it ſha"not. 
Would ſt thou be kind, and fave my Erhelinda, 
Leave me to anſwer all my Brother's Fury. 
The Crime, the Falfhood, ſhall be all my own. 
SEOFRID. 
Juſt to my With. | 1 
ARIBERT. 
| Thou ſhalt accuſe me to him. 

Thou know ſt his own Admittance gave me Entrance: 
Swear that I ſtole her, that I forc'd her from thee; 
Frame with thy utmoſt Skill ſome artful Tale, 


And PI avow it all. 
| SEOFREID. 


Then have you thought 
Upon the Danger, Sir? 
ALRIBERT. 
| Od, there is none, 
Can be no Danger, while my Love is ſafe, 


SEOFRID. A 
Methinks indeed it leſſens to my View, | 
When the firſt Violence of Rage is over, 
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he Fondneſs of a Brother will return, 

And plead your Cauſe with Nature in his Heart; 

ou will, you muſt be ſaſe; and yet tis hard, 

and grieves me much I ſhould accuſe you to him. 
ARIBERT. 

'Tis that muſt cover the Deſign. But fly, 

Loſe not a Minute's time. 

n 

My faithful Ofwald ſhall at Night attend thee, 

And help to guard her to the Brizz4 Camp; 


Thou know'ſt that is not far. 
S EOF RID. 


Too near I know it. [ Afeade. 
ARIBERT. 
She has a Brother there, the noble Lucius, 
A gallant Youth, and dear to brave Ambroſius ; 
To his kind Care reſign thy beanteous Charge. 
SEOFRED. 
This Inftant I obey you. [Gaing. 
IRIBERT. 
Half my Fears 
Are over NOW ——— | 
F SEOFRID. 
One thing I had forgot. | 
Tt will import us much, that you ſhould feem 
Inclin'd to meet the Love of haughty Rodagune : 
"Twill coft you but a little courtly Flattery, 
A kind reſpectful Look, join'd with a Sigh, 
A few ſoft tender Words, that mean juft nothing, 
Yet win moſt Womens“ Hearts. But ſee ſhe comes, 
Conſtrain your Temper, Sir; be falſe, and meet her 
With her own Sex's Arts; purſue your Task, 


And doubt not all ſhall proſper to your Wiſh. 
[Exit Seofrid- 
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| IRIE. RT. 

She comes indeed! Now-where-ſhall I begin, 
How ſhall I teach my Tongue to frame a Language 
So diff rent from my Heart? Oh Behelinda t 
My Heart was made to fit and pair with thine, 
Simple and: plain, and fraught with artleſs Tenderneſß; 
 Form'd to receive one Love, and only one, 
But pleas'd and proud, and dearly fond of that, 


It knows not what there can To" 
And would not if it could. 


Enter Ro po uRR. 


X 55 OG UNE. 
Why linger thus within this hated) Place, ba 
Where ev'ry Object ſhocks my loathing Eyes, 
And calls my injur'd Glory to Remembrance ? 
The King! — the Wretch! but wherefore did I name 
him 
Find out, my Soul, in thy rich Store of Thought, 
Somewhat more great, more worthy of thyſelf ; 
Or let the mimic Fancy ſhew its Art, 
And paint ſome pleaſing Image to delight me. 
Let Beauty mix with Majeſty and Youth, 
Let manly Grace be temper'd well with Softneſs ; 
Let Love, the God himſelf, adorn the Work, 
And I will call the charming Fantom, Aribert. 
Oh Venus whither —whither would I wander ? 
Be huſht, = e ma !——tis he himſelf. — 
| [Seeing Aribert. 


ARIBERT. 

When, faireſt Princeſs, you avoid our Court, 
And lonely thus from the full Pomp retire, 

| Love 
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Love and the Graces follow to yout Solitude ; | 
They ci wd to form the ſhining Circle round you, 
And all the Train ſeems yours; while purple Majeſty, 
And all thoſe outward Shews which we call Greatneſs, 
Languiſh and droop, ſeem empty and forſaken, 
And draw the wond'ring Gazer's Eyes no more. 
RODOGUNE. 
The Courtier's Art is meanly known in Britain, 
If yours preſent their Service, and their Vows, 
At any Shrine but where their Maſter kneels. 
You know your Brother pays not his to me, 
Nor would I that he ſhould, 
ARIBERT. 
The Hearts of Kings 
Are Mac's, tis true, beyond their Subjects Search; 
Yet might I judge by Love's or Reaſon's Rules, 
Where ſhall my Brother find on Earth a Beauty, 
Like what I now behold ? 
RODOGUNE. 
That you can flatter, 
Is common to your Sex; you ſay indeed, 
We Women love it——and perhaps we do. 
Fools that we are, we know that you deceive us, 
And yet, as if the Fraud were pleaſing to us, 
And our undoing Joy —— till you go on, | 
And ſtill we hear you — But, to change the Theme, 
I'll find a fitter for you than my Beauty. 
ARIBERT.- 
Then let it be the Love of royal Hengiſ. 
RODOGUNE. 
The King, your Brother, could not chooſe an Ad- 
vocate, 
Whom I would ſooner hear on any Subject, 
Bating that only one, his Love, than you; 
Tho” you perhaps (for ſome have wond'rous Arts) 
Vo I. II, D Could 
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Could ſoftin'the bart Sound. The String that hr, 
Wii tulely touched. angrarefil to the Senfe, 
With Pleaſure feels the 'Mafter's flyin Fingers, 
Swltstrito Hlarichy, ald vn d Feder. 
4 RII EXT. 
Ten Hear = of Love. 
| RODOGUNME. 
1 But not of his. 
 _ ARTBERT. 
"Tis triie, I Thould not grade the Story much, 
Rude and unskilful in the twovitiy Paſlion, 
I ſhould not paint its Flames with Sibel Wart; 
* Lie, an and glowing Colors would be wanting. 


nguid Nature ſpeak the Work imperſect. 
RODOGUNT. 
Than ly yet your Bredft remains untbuch d; 
Tho' that Rratige; You've ſeen the Court o 


Britain; 
There, as I oft hive heard, imperial Beauty 
Reigns in its native Flir6fie, like Light in Heav'n; 
While all the Fair Ones of the neighb"ring World, 
With ſecond Luſtre meanly ſeem to ſhine, 
The falut Reflexions of the Glory there. 
 IHRTBE R T. 

If &er my Heart iuclme to Thoughts of Love, 
Mfethinks 1 mbuld not (tho perhaps I err) 
Expect to meet che gentle Pafion join'd 
With Pomp and Greatneſs: Courts may boaſt of Beauty, 
But Love is ſeldom found to dwell amongſt em. | 

 _"RODOGUNMNE. 
Then Courts are Wretched. 
4 RIBER T. 
So they ſeem to Love. 
From Pride; tom Wealth from Busnefs,and from Pow'r, 


Loathing be flies, and ſetks'the peaceful Vage; 


He 
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He ſecks the Cottage in the tufted Grove, 
The ruſſet Fallows, and the verdant Lawns, | 
The clear cool Brook, and the deep wagdy Glade, 
Bright Winter Fires, and dummer Ey'nings Suns: 
Theſe he prefers to gilded Roofs and Crowns ; 
Here he delights to pair the conſtant Swain, 
With the ſweet, unaffected, yielding Maid; 
Here is his Empire, here his Choice to reign, 
Here, where he dwells with Innocence and Truth 
ROBOEUNE. 

To Minds, which know n better, theſe are Joys; 
But Princes, ſure, are born with nobler Thoughts. 
Loye, is in them à Flame that mounts to Heav'n, 
And ſeeks its Saure divine, and kindred Stars; 

That urges on the mortal Man to dare, 
Kindles the vaſt-Deſizes of Glory in him, 
And makes Ambition's ſacred Fires burn bright. 
Nor you, hoyre'er eur Tang dige your Heart, 
Have meaner Hopes than theſe. 
ARIBERT. 
Mine have been ſtill 
Matct'd with my Birth ; a younger Brother's Hopes. 
RODOGUMNE. 

Nay, more; Methinks I read your future Greatneſs ; 
And, like ſome Bard inſpir'd I could foretel =_ 
What wondrous things our Gods reſerve for you. 
Perhaps, ev'n now, your hetter Stars are join d; 
Auſpicious Love and Fortune now conſpire, 

At once to crown. you, .and beſtow that Greatneſs, 
Which partial Nature at your Birth deny'd. 


Enter the KI, Guards, and other Attendants. 


PIE EV 3 
She myſt, ſhe ſhall be found, tho ſhe be ſunk 
Deep io the Gators Sho" onrngl Night | 


Spread 
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Spread wide her ſable Wing, to ſhade her Beauties, 
And ſhut me from her Sight. But ſay, thou Traitor; 
Thou that haſt made the Name of Friendſhip vile, | 
And broke the Bonds of Duty and of Nature, 'F 
Where haſt thou hid thy Theft? So young, fo falſe— | 
Have I not been a Father to thy Yoath, '' © 4 4 
And lov'd thee with a more than Brother's Love? 
And am I thus repaid bring ue n 
Or by our Gods thou dy'ſt. 
RODOGUNSE. 1 
What means this Rage? LA. I 
ARIBERT. 4 
Then briefly thus: You are my King and Brother, 
The Names which moſt I reverence on Earth, 
And fear offending moſt. Yet to defend 
My Honor and my Love from Violation, 
O'er ev'ry Bar refiſtleſs will I ruſh, : 1 
And, in deſpite of proud tyrannic Pow'r, = 
d and af'.: my Right. | 
XING. = 
What thine ! thy Right! 


Riddles ad Tales. 
ARIBERT. 
| Mine by the deareſt Tie, 
By boly Marriage mine, ſhe is my Wife. 
RODOGUNE. 
Racks, Tortures, Madneſs, ſeize me ! Oh! Confu- | 
ſion ! [ Afar. 
759 Mes 5 
I ſee thy Heart ſwells, and thy flaming — 
Reddens with Rage at this unwelcome 'I ruth ; 
But ſince I know my Ethelinda ſafe, 
I have but little Care for what may happen. 
To-morrow may be Heav'n's——or yours to take, 


It this Day be my laſt, way farewel Life; 
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I hold it well beſtow'd for her I love. 
RODOGUNE. 

May. Sorrow, Shame and Sickneſs overtake her : 

And all her Beauties, like my Hopes, be blaſted. [ 4/iae. 
KING. 

So brave! But I ſhall find the means to tame you, 
To make thee curſe thy Folly, curſe thy Love; 
And to the dreadful Gods, who reign beneath, 
Devote thy fatal Bride. She is a Chriſtian ; 
Remember that, fond Boy, and then remember 
That ſacred Vow, which, perjur'd as thou art, 
Proſtrate at Woden's Altar, and invoking 
With ſolemn Runicl Rites, our Country's Gods, 
Thou mad'ſt i in Preſence of our royal Father. 

|  ARIBERT. 

Yes, I remember well the impious Oath, 
Hardly extorted from my trembling Youth ; 
When burning with miſguided Zeal, the King 
Compell'd my Knee to bend before his Gods, 
And forc'd us both to ſwear to what we knew not. 

"nt £23210: NE. 

Naw by the Honors of the Saxon Race, 
A long and venerable Line of Heroes, 
I ſwear thou art abandon'd, loſt to Honor, 
And falPn from ev'ry great and godlike Thought. 
Seme whining coward Prieſt has wrought upon thee, 
And drawn thee from our brave Forefathers Faith, 
Falſe to our Gods, as to thy King and Brother. 

ARIBERT. 

"This much beneath my Courage and my Truth, 
To borrow any mean Diſguiſe from Falſhood. 
No! — 'tis my Glory that the Chriſtian Light 
Has dawn'd, like Day, upon my darker Mind, 
And taught my Soul the nobleſt uſe of Reaſon ; 
i her to ſoar aloft, to ſearch, to know, 
D 3 That 
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That vaſt eternal Fountain of her Being; 
Then, warm with Indignation, to deſpiſe 
The Things you calf our Country's Gods, to ſcorn 
And trample on their ignominious Altars, 
| K ING. 

'Tis well, Sir, —impious Boy !—Ye Saxon Godsz 3 
And thou, Oh royal Hengiſt, whoſe dread Will 
And injur'd Majeſty I now aſſert, - 

Hear, and be preſent to my Juſtice, hear me, 
While thus I vow to your offended Deities | 
This Traitor's Life be dies, nor ought on Earth 
Saves his devoted Head. One to the Prieſts: | . 
[fo the Attendants. | 

Bid 'em be ſwift, and deb their bloody Altars b 
With ev'ry Circamſtance of tragic Pomp "8: 
To-day a royal Victim bleeds upon em. 
Rich ſhall the Smoke and ſteaming Gore aſcend, 
To glut the Vengeance of our angry Gol... 

|  .RODOGCUNE., 


At once ten thouſand racking Paſſions tear me, 
And my Heart heaves as it would burſt iny Bom. 
Oh can I, can I hear him doom'd to Death, 
Nor ſtir, nor breathe one fingle Sound to ſave him? 
It wo'not be-—and my fierce haughty Soul, 
Whate'er ſhe fuſfers, ſtill difdains to bend, 
To ſue to the curſt, hated Tyrant King. 
Oh Love! — thou die thus tamely? 
[To Aribert. 


4. ls mY 7 7 0 SY * — 5 


1 Life fo finall a thing, {6 rhean @ Boon, fire ! 

As is not worth the waking !——Thoa art filent ? 

Wile thoa not plead for Life? Intreat the 
Tyrant, 

And wakes Nan nh Iron n. 
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With Vengeance, to a Brother's Murder due. 


0 


4 
2 5 


\ 


The RQyat CONVaRP 55 
| LRIBERT. 


Life has ſo little in it good or Neaſing - 
it ſince it can net worth # Brgthes's Care, 


7 

> 
P ris hardly worth my asking. 

5 2 

8 


KING. 
ind bear him to his Fate. [Guards ſeize Aribert. 
RODOGUNE. © 
Yet, Hengiſ, know, 


| 2 If thou ſhalt dare to touch his precious Life, 
Know that the Gods and Rodogune prepare 
he ſharpeſt Scourges of vindictive War. 


Fly where thou wilt, the Sword ſhall ſtill purſue 


Driv'n out from Man, and mark'd for public Scorn, 


Thy raviſ' d Scepter vainly ſhalt thou mourn. 


And when at length thy wretched Life ſhall ceaſe, 


& When in the ſilent Grave thou hop'ſt for Peace: 


* ſtill I will purſue thy fleeting Shade; 


urs'd thee living, and will plague thee dead, 
[Exit Rodogune. 


Think not the Grave ſhall hide thy hated Head! c 


KING. + 

On to the Temple with him : ' Let her rave, 
And propheſy ten thouſand thouſand Horrors ; 
I could join with her now, and bid em come; 
They fit the preſent Fury of my Soul. 
The Stings of Love and Rage are fix'd within, 
And drive me on to Madneſs. Earthquakes, Whirl- 
winds, 
A general Wreck of Nature now would pleaſe me. 
For Oh! not all the driving wintry War, 
When the Storm groans and bellows from afar, 

H 4 


56 The ROYAL CoNnveRrT. 

When thro? the Gloom the glancing Lightning fly, 

Heavy the rattling Thunders roll on high, 

And Seas and Earth mix with the dusky Sky ; 

Not all thoſe warring Elements we fear, 
Are equal to the inborn Tempeſt here; 4 

Fierce as the Thoughts which mortal Man controul, 

When Love and Rage contend, and tear the lab'ring Soul. 


[ Exennt. 
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ACT IV. SCENE I. 


The SCENE i a Temple adorn'd ac- 
cording to the Superſtition of the ancient 
Saxons; in the middle are placed their 
three vp are Lol, Thor, Woden, and 


Freya. 


Mufic is heard at a 8 as of the Prigſis pre- 
paring far the Sacrifice. Then | 


Enter ARIBERT. 


ARIBERT. 


A L Naht the bloody Prieſts, a dreadful Band, 
Have watch'd intent upon their horrid Rites, 
With many a dire and execrable Pray'r 
Calling the Fiends beneath, the ſullen Demons, 
That dwell in Darkneſs deep, and Foes to Man, 
Delight in reeking Streams of human Gore. 
Now huddled on a Heap, they murmur'd hoarſe, 
And hiſſing whiſper d round their myſtic Charms; 
And now, as if by ſudden Madneſs ſtruck, 
With Screaming l they ſnook the vaulted Roof, 
And vex'd the ſtill, the ſilent, ſolemn Midnight. 

| D 5 Such 
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Such ſure in everlaſting Flames below, 
Such are the Groans of poor | Ghoſts, 
And ſach the Howlings of the laſt Deſpair. i": 
Anon to Sounds of Woe, and magic 


Strings, 
They danc'd in wild fantaſtic Meafures — z 
Then all at once they bent their ghaſtly Viſages 
On me, and yelling, thrice they cry*d out, Aribert / 
I have endur'd their Horrors — And at length 
See! the Night wears away, and chearful Morn, 
Fair Nature:ſcems reviv'd, and evin my Heart 
Sits light and jocund at he Day's Return, 
And Tearlels waits an End of all ts Sulferings. 


Enter one of the Guards, 4 
ARIBERT. 


CUARD. 
"Rn Ofoatt this, on Peril of my Life 
J have engag'd to render to your Hands. [Exit. 
 _HRIBERT reads. 


the fair Ethelinila o f Charge : we have happily 
faſo'd all the Guards, and hope in baus Pars to 
reach the Britons Cany. 4 


ow your faithful Oha. 


Then thou at nothing le on Earth, my Soul, 
Worthy thy farther Care. Why do I ftay, 

Why linger then, and want my Heav'n ſo long? 
To live is to continue to be wretched, 

And robs me of a preat andl gtoriogs Death. 
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Seofrid has been juft to bis Ward; he has delbver'd | 
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Enter Ron o nx with an O be ſeats to | 
* l a, 7 2 
OFF1,C 1 E. | 
Thus Ola 40 his beauteaus: Siſter ſenda: 
Depend vapour ERC 


To further all you n 
20 DOGUNE. 


is well! be near, [Ex.Oflari 


And wait my farther Qrder. vec! my Heart, 
See there thy deareſt Choice, thy fond Defire. 
See with how clear a Brow, what.chearful Grace, 
With all his-native Sweetne(s undiſturb'd, 
The noble Youth attends his harder Fate. 


[Fo Azibent. 

To curſe yoyr Tyrant Brother, ond deglore | 

Your youthful Hopes, thus all untimely blaſted : 

But you, I ſee, have learn'd to corn your Danger: 

r not of Mourning : 

Has Death in at? He! | 

ARIBERT. 
Oh! *as ek 

To Minds that weigh it well: The Vulgar fear it, 

And yet they know not Why: Since never any | 

Did from that dark and doubtful Land as yet 

Turn back again, to tell us tis a Pain. N 

To me it ſeems like a long wil d for Happineſs, | 

Beyond what ev'n our Expettation paints 

'Tis Comfort to the Soul, tis Peace, tis Reſt; 

It comes like Slumber to the ſick Man's Eyes. 

Burning and reſtleſs with a Fever's Rage, « 

All Night he toſſes on his weary Bed; 

He tells the tedious Minutes as they paſs, 


And turns, and turns, and ſecks for Eaſe in van: 
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But if, at Morning's Dawn, ſweet, $1 on him, 
Think with what Pleaſure e 
Sinks to his Pillow and forgets his Pain. 
RODOCGUNE. © 
Perhaps it may be ſuch a State of Indolence ; 
But ſure the active Soul ſhould therefore fear it. 
The Gods have dealt unjuſily with heir C 
If barely they beſtow: a wretched Being, 
And ſcatter not ſome Pleafures with the Pain, 
To make it worth their keeping. — 
nnen | 
DF Ut 42 13ER 7. 
Oh! yes, there i 
There is a Blefing I could wiſh to live for 5 
To live, for Years, for Ages to enjoy it; 
But far, alas! divided from my Arms, 
Tt leaves the World a Wilderneſs before me, 
With nothing "worth defiring. 
nn ry $row 
Dull and cold? 
Or cold at leaf to me, dull, dull Indifference. [ A/ds. 
What if ſome pitying Pow r look down from Heav'n, 
And kindly viſit your afflicted Fortunes? 
What if it ſend ſome unexpected Aid, 
Some gen'rous Heart, and ſome prevailing . 
Willing to ſave, and mighty to defend, 
Who from the gloomy Confines of the Grave, 
Timely thall match, ſhall bring you back to Life, 
And m you up to Empire and to Love? _ 
ARIBERT. | 
The Wretched have few Pads at leaſt on Earth: 
Then what have T to hope? | = 
RODOGUNS. 
Hope ev'ry thing, 
Hepe all that Merit, ſuch as yours may claim, 


Such 
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Such as commands the World, exacts their Homage, 
And makes ev'n all the Good F 
ARI I ER. 
And can'you'then vockiafe'to flatter Miſery ? 
T enrich ſo fall'n, ſo loſt a Thing as I am, 
With the ſweet Breath of Praiſe? So pious Virgins 
Rob the whole Spring to make their Garlands fine, 
Then bang em on a ſenſeleſs Marble-Tomb. 
RODOGUNE. © 
A burning Purple fluſhes o'er my Face, 
And Shame forbids my Tongue, or I would fay, 
That I — Oh Aribert !——TI am thy Friend. 
Yet wherefore ſhould I bluſh to own the Thought? 
For who! ——who would not be the Friend of Aribert 
| ARIBERT, 

Why is this wond*rous Goodneſs loſt on me? 
Why is this Bounty Iaviſh'd on a 
Who has not left another Hour of Life 
To pay the mighty Debt? 

RODOGUNE. 

| Oh! let me yet, 
Yet add toit, and ſwell the Sum yet higher ; 
Nor doubt but Fate ſhall find the Means to pay it. 
Know then that I have paſs d this live-long Night 
Sleepleſs and anxious, with my Cares for thee ; 
The Gods have ſure approv'd the pious Thought, 
And crown'd it with Succeſs. Since I have gain'd 
Alfred, the Chief of mighty Woden's Prieſts, 
To find a certain way for thy Eſcape. 
One of the ſacred Habits is at Hand 
Prepar'd for thy Diſguiſe, -the holy Man 
Attends to guide thee to my Brother's Camp : 
Myſelf —Oh! yet lie ſtill my beating — F/72 
Whatever Dangers chance, myſelf will be 
The Partner and the Guardian of thy Flight. 
4 RIBERT. 


4 
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AIT. 
— — Ob let me fuk, 
With all theſe warring Thaught together in me, 
Bluſhing co Barth, and hide the voſt Confuſion. 
BODOGUNS. 
Ye Gads! he anſwer nat, but hangs hi Head 
In ſullen Silence; ire! he turns any, 
And bends his gloomy Viſage to the Earth. 
To what am I betray'd!: Oh Shame! Diſhonor ! 
And more than Weman's Weakneb ! He has ſeen me, 
Seen my fand Heart, and ſcarns the ea Prize. 
Blaſt me, ye Lichtnings, ſtuike me to the Centre, 4 
Drive, drive me down, down to the Depcis beneath; 1 
For I have been deſpis d——ten thouſand aland thouſand, 43 
a bobs” > + / 5 3 AA x 
Thus let me fall, thus lowly to the Earth, [Knee/ing. 
In humble Adoration of your Gaogdneſs ; þ 
Thus with my lateſt Accepts breathe your Name, | 
And bleſs you ere T die. Oh Rodogune, N 
Fair royal Maid! to thee be all thy Wiſhes, 1 
Content and ever Peace dwell with thee, 3 
And every Joy be thine. Nor let one Thought 1 
Of this ungrateful, this unhappy Aribert 4 
Remain behind, to call a ſudden Sigh, 
Or ſtain thee with a Tear. Behold I go, 
Doom'd by eternal Fate, to my long Reſt ; 
Then let my Name too die, fink to Oblivion, 
And ſleep in Silence with me in the Grave. 
RODOGUNE. 
Doſt thou not wiſh to live? 
 ___ARIBERT. 
I cannot. 
 RODOGUNE. 


2 WER + Why 
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Behold I give thee Life: PIE I 
ARIBERT. 

And cre —Ovt © 
Therefore I cannot talee it. dare die. * 
But dare not be obig d. I dare not owe | 
What I can never render 

|  RODOGUNE.. . 
| + Confaflon! 
Is then the Reling Life, become a Curſe, 
We Ro Kehr wy bale Hand? why | 
OTTER Om 
Oh, no! for you are all that's good and gracigus; | 
Nature, Mat makes your Ber che Joy of our I 
Made you the Pride of both; ſhe gave you'Sweetneſs, 
So mix'd with Strength, with Majefty ſo rais'd, 
To make the willing World confeſs your Empire, 
And love, while they obey. NR Be there... 
But to che Body fitted ſo the Mind, 
As each were faſhion'd Tingly to excel, 
As if fo fair a Form diſdain'd to harbor . 
A Soul leſs great, and that great Soul copld find 
Nothing fo like the Heav'n from whence it came, 
As tht far Form wo dwell i. = NEN 
© "RODOCUNE” 
8 "Southing Sounds! | | 
ee the Bl WH tr we love; a ps (He. 
But what are to my impatient Hopes! | 
CRIBERT | 
Yet wherefore ſhould this mighty Maſs of Wealth 
Be vainly plac'd before my won@'ring Eyes, 
Since I maſt ne*er poſſeſs 1 it, fince my Heart, 
Once giv'n, can ne'er return, can know, no Name 
But Ethelinda, only Ethelinda? | 
Fix'd to its Choice, and obſtinately conſtant, 
It liens not to any other Call. 


So 


— 
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So rigid Hermits, that forſake the World. 
Are deaf to Glory, Greatneſs, Pomps and Pleaſures; 
Severe in Zeal, and inſolently pious, - 
They let attending Princes vainly wait, 
Knock at their Cells, and lure — 9 vain. 
RODOGUNE. | 
How is ſhe form'd? with what ſuperior Grace, 
This Rival of my Love? What envious God, 
In ſcorn of Nature's wretched Works below, 
Improv'd and made her more than half divine? 
How has he taught her Lips to breathe Ambroſia ? 
How dy'd her Bluſhes with the Morning s Red, 
And cloath'd. her eee Js 
To make ber ſhine beyond me? 
| _ ine 0 | 
2 + * 9 the Theme, 
) D 0 GU . 
But chen 1 ! ye Gods, which of you all | 
Could make that great, and fit to rival mine ? 
What more than heav'nly Fire informs the Maſs ? 
Has ſhe a Soul can dare beyond our Sex, 
Beyond ev'n Man himſelf, can dare like mine? 
Can ſhe reſolve to bear the ſecret Stings 
Of Shame and conſcious Pride, diſtrafting Rage, 
And all the deadly Pangs of Love deſpis 
Oh no! ſhe canndt, Nature cannot — Wecping · 
It ſinks ev'n me, the Torrent drives me down, 1 
The native Greatneſs of my Spirit fails, 
Thus melts, and thus runs guſhing thro* my Eyes, 
The Floods of Sorrow drown my dying Voice,. 
And I can only call thee cruel Aribert! 
A RIBE _ +. "=o 
Oh thou juſt Heav'n, if mortal Man may dare 
To look into thy great Decrees, thy Fate, 
Were it not better I had never been, 


% 1 


Than 
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Than thus to bring Affliction and Misfortune, 
Thus curſe what thou hadſt made ſo good and fair? 
RODOGUNE. | 
But ſee! the King and cruel Prieſts appear, 
Nor can J ſave thee now. Thou haſt thy Wiſh; 
I Aribert. 
But what remains for me? My Heart beats faſt, 
And ſwells, impatient at the Tyrant's Sight. 
My Blood, erewhile at Ebb, now flows again, 
And with new Rage I burn. Since Love is loſt, 
Come thou Revenge, ſucceed thou to my Boſom, 
And reign in all my Soul. Yes, I will find her, 
This fatal ſhe, for whom I am deſpis d. 
Look that ſhe be your Maſter-Piece, ye Gods; 
Let each celeſtial Hand ſome Grace impart, 
To this rare Pattern of your forming Art; 
Such may ſhe be, my jealous Rage to move, | 
Such as you never made till now, to prove C 
A Victim worthy my offended Love. [Exit Rodog. 


Enter at the other Door the King, Prieſts, Guards, and | 
other Attendants. 


KING. | 

Haſt thou bethought thee yet, perfidious Boy ! 
Wo't thou yet render back thy Theft ? Conſider. 
The Precipice is juſt beneath thy Feet, 
"Tis but a Moment, and I puſh thee off, 
To plunge for ever in eternal Darkneſs. 
Somewhat like Nature has been buſy here, 
And made a Struggle for thee in my Soul; 
Reſtore my Love, and be again my Brother. 

ARIBERT. 

Rage, and the Violence of lawleſs Paſſion, 

Have blinded your clear Reaſon ; wherefore elſe 


This frantic wild Demand ! What! ſhould I yield, 
Give 


| 
| 
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Give up my Love, my Wife, my Ethelinda, 

To an inceſtuous Brother's dire Embrace? | 
Oh horror. But to har the impious Thought, 
Know ! — Heav'n and brave Ambrofeus are her Guard: 
Ere this, her Flight has reach'd the Britons Camp, 


Aud found her Safety there. 


K ING. 
Fled to the Britons ! 
Oh moſt accurſed Traitor! Let her fly, 
Or to the utmoſt Ocean, where the Sun 
Deſcends to other Skies and Worlds unknown ; 
Ev'n thither ſhall my Love take Wing and follow, 
To ſeize the flying Fair. The Britons ——Gods ! 
Shall they withhold her!----Firft, my Arms ſhall ſhake 
Their Iſland to the Centre. But for thee, 
Thinkꝰ ſt thou to awe me with that Fantom, Inceſt ? 
Such empty Names may fright thy-Coward Soul; 
2 Rind him ſtraſet. 
[To the Prieſti. 
I wo'not loſe another Thought about thee. [To Aribert. 
Begin the Rites and dye the hallow'd Steel 
Deep in his Chriſtian Blood. The Gods demand him. 
ARIBERT. 
Why then, no more. But if we meet again, 
As, when the Day of great Account ſhall come, 
Perhaps we may, may'f thou find Mercy there, 
More than thou ſhew'ſt thy Brother here. Tuer 
Finn 
Farewel. To Death with eee ne. 
[ The Prieſtt bind Aribert, and lead him to the Altar, 


while the ſolemn Muffe is playing. 


Enter 
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Enter 82011. 


S8 EOF RID. 
Haſte, and break off your unauſpicious Rites ; 
The inſtant Dangers ſummon you away; 
Deſtruction threatens in our frighted Streets,. 
And the Gods call to Arms. 
KING. 
What means the Fear 
That trembles in thy pale, thy haggard Viſage? 
Speak out, and-eaſs this Labor of thy Soul. 
Oh fly, my Lord; the Torient grows upon us, 
And white 1 Pad 50e bot. Fierce Offa comes; 
From ev'ry Part his crowding Enfigns enter, 
And this way waving dend. With idle Arms 
Your Soldier careleſs ſtands, and bids em paſs; 
Some join, but all refuſe to arm againſt em; 
They call em Friends, Companions, and their Country- 
A choſen Band, led by the haughty Princeſs, 
Imperious Rodogane, move ſwiftly hither | 
To intercept your Paſſage to the Palace. 
That ealy Strength WALK e 
KING. 
Curſt Chance! but haſte; difpateb that Traitor ftrait ; 
rr 
| SEOFRID. 
£ © Saered Sir, 
Think only on your Safety. For the Prince, 
Your Crown, but more your Love, a thouſand Reaſons, 
All urge you to defer his Fate; Time preſſes, 
r ſpeak * 
IVS. 


s Tk) ben hear me, Frieſt, 


1 
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I give him to thy Charge. 
SE OFRI D. 
They come, my Lord. [ Shout. 
La... 
Look to him well; for, by yon dreadful Altars, 
Thy Life ſhall pay for his, if he eſcape: 
Firſt kill him, plunge thy Ponyard in his Boſom, 
And ſee thy King reveng'd. 
- [Exeunt King, Seofrid, Guards and Attendants. 
+286] PRIEST. ? 
Be chear'd, my Lord, 
Nor on one Doubt of me ; Þ am your Slave. 
The King is fled, and with him all your Dangers. 
Fate has reſerv'd you for ſome glorious Purpoſe; 
And ſee, your Guardian Goddeſs comes to ſave you, 
To break your Bonds and make you ever happy. 


Enter Robo unk, Soldiers and other Attendants. 


W dead. 

Well have our Arms prevail'd: Behold, he lives, 
Ungrateful as he is, by me he lives. | 
Do I not come with too officious Haſte, [To Aribert. 
Once more to preſs the Burden, Life upon you? 

To offer with an Idiot's Importunity, 
The nauſeous Benefit you ſcorn'd bones! | 
JARTIBERT, | 
'If I refus'd the Bleſſing from your — 


Think it not rudely done with ſullen Pride; 


Since Life and you are two of Heav'n's beſt Giſts, 
Yet both ſhould be receiv'd, both kept with Honor. 
| RODOGUNE.. = 
2 live — yes, I will bid thee live,. 
No matter what enſues. Fly far away, 
Forget me, blot my Name from thy Remembrance, 


* think thou ow ſt me — What | in Bonds a 
| We 
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Well was the Task reſerv'd for me. But thus 
I break thy — bs mY break my own. 


[4ſt 
| © Enter an Officer. 


OFFICER. 

A Party of our Horſe, that late went forth 
To mark the Order of the Britons Camp, | 
Met in their Courſe ſome Servants of the King; 
For ſo they call'd themſelves. Ours judg'd em Traitors, 
And would have ſeiz'd as flying to the Foe. 

After a ſharp Reſiſtance ſome eſcap'd, 
The reſt, for ſo your princely Brother wills, 
Without attend your Order. 
 RODOGUNE. 
+ 21:51 Let em enter. 
A Woman . | 


Enter ErHE LIN DA, and two Attendants guarded 


ETHELINDA. 
Is there then an End of Sorrows ! 
[ Running to Aribert. 
Has then that cruel Chance that long purſu'd me, 
That vext me with her various Mahee long, 
Been kind at laſt, and bleſt me to my Wiſh, 
Lodg'd me once more within thy faithful Arms! 
ARIBERT. 
Oh my foreboding Heart! Oh fatal Meeting ! 

ETHELINDA. 

Why droops my Love, my Lord, my Aribert ? 
Why doſt thou ſigh and preſs me? and oh ! wherefore, 
Wherefore: theſe Tears that ſtain thy manly Viſage ? 
They told me Heay'n had ſtrove for thy Deliverance, 
Had rais'd thee up ſome kind, ſome great Preſerver, 
To ſave thee from thy cruel Brother's Hand. « 

1 


. She winds herſeif about his eaſy Heart, 


Than to believe you conſcious of the Treaſon; 
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Why therefore doſt thou mourn, when then an br 
Or does ſome new Aſfliction wound thee ? fe: 
Perhaps I am the Cauſe. | 

| R OP. OGUNE. 

By all the Tortures, 

The Pangs that read my groaning Breal, 'tis ſhe, 
My curſt, my happy Rival. See the Siren, 
See how with eager Eyes he drinks her Charms, 
Mark how he liſtens to her ſweet Allurements; 


And melts him with her ſoſt enchanting Tongue. 
 #THELIND A. 
Wo't thou not anfwer yet ? 
ARIBERT. 
| Oh Ethehinda! 
Why art thou here L this the Britons Camp? 
Is Lacan? ö _ 
To guard thy helpleſs Innocence from Wrong? | 
EBTHELINDA. 
Have I not thee? 
ARTBERT. 
Me!——what can I do for thee? 
For we are wretched both. 
f RODOGUNE. 
Il doubt no more. 
My jealous Heart confeſſes her its Foe, ada 
And beats and riſes, eager to oppoſe her; 
Nor ſhall ſhe triumph o'er me. No, ye Gods! 
If I am doom'd by you to be a Wretch, 
She too ſhall foſfer-with me. Prince, you ſeem 
[To Aribert. 
To know this Pris ner, whom'the Saxon Chiefs 
Accuſe of flying to our Foes, the Britons. 
However, I will think more nobly of you, 


Nor 
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Nor can you grieve, if Juſtice dooms her to 
An ſhe. has deſerv'd. Bear her to“ Death. 


| {To rhe Guard;., 
ETHELINDA. | 
Alzs[0 DeaGh !—AVhat noon 70a? ſay, by what 
Unknown, unwilling Crime have I offended ? 
To you, fair Princeſs, fince tis you that judge me, 
Tho' now this Moment to my Eyes firſt known, 
To you I bend, to you I will appeal, Deeling. 
And learn my Crime from you. 
ARIBERT. 
Learn it from me; 
I am thy Crime, — deſtroys thee. 
E THELIN DAI 
If thou art my Offence, Ive ſinnd indeed, 
Ev'n to a vaſt and numberleſs Account; 
For from the Time when T beheld thee firſt, [To Aribert. 
My Soul has not one Moment been without thee; 
Still thou haſt been my With, my conſtant Thought, 
Like Light, the daily Bleffing of my Eyes, 
And the dear Dream of all my ſweeteſt Aumbers. 
XO DOGU NE. 
Oh the diſtracting Thought! 
ETH ELIN DA. 
Nor will you think it 
| [To Rodogune. 
A Crime to love, for that I love is true. 
In your fair Eyes I read your native Goodneſs. 
Hap'ly ſome noble Youth ſhall in your Breaſt 
Kindle the pure, the gentle Flame, and prove 
As dear to you, as 4ribert to me: 
Would it be quſt that you ſhould / die for loving? 
Think but on that, and I ſhall-find your Pity; 
For Pity ſare-and Mercy dwell with Love. 


R O DO: 
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| RODOGUNE. 
Be dumb for ever, let the Hand of Death 
_ Cloſe thy bewitching Eyes, and ſeal thy Lips, 
That thou may'ſ look and talk no more Deluſion. 
For oh! thy ev'ry Glance, each Sound ſhoots thro' me, 
— — Hence, bear her hence. | 
ARIBERT. 


* on bold] for | | | 
R ODOGUNE. 1 
Wherefore doſt thou catch my Garment ? 
Thou that haſt ſet me on the Rack; com'ſt thou 
To double all my Pains, and with new Terrors, 
1; Dreadful, to ſhake my agonizing Soul? 
© ARIBERT. 
What hall I fy to. move thee ? 
RO DOGUNE. 
Talk for ever, 
Winds ſhall be fill, er 
The Din of babling Crowds, and peopled Cities, 
All ſhall be huſh'd as Death, while thou art ſpeaking, 
For there is Muſic in thy Voice. 
ARIBERT. 
Then hear me; 
With gentleſt Patience, with Compaſſion hear me, 


* wet 


Thus while I fall before thee, graſp thee thus, W 
Thus with a bleeding Heart, and ſtreaming Eyes, W 
Implore thee for my ” Ethelinda's Life. Ar 

| RODOG UNE. H: 

Tho- thou wert dearer to my doating Eyes Ar 
Than all they knew beſides, tho? I could hear thee W 
While Ages paſt away; yet by the Gods, Th 
If ſuch there are, who rule o'er Love and Jealouſy, Fo: 
And ſwell our heaving Breaſts with mortal Paſſions, On 


I ſwear ſhe dies, my hated Rival dies. 
ARIBERT. 


The RO VAL CONVERT, 73 


St. ARIBERT. 

Then I have only one Requeſt to make, 
Which ſha'not be deny'd ; to ſhare one Fate, 

And die with her I love. | 
ROD OGUNE, 
| Ungrateful Wretch ! 
vet J would make thy Life my Care =—o— 
FRIBERT © 1 
| No more: 
Now I ſcorn Life indeed. Tho” you had Beauty, 
More than the great Creator's bounteous Hand 
Beſtow'd on all his various Works together, 
Tho' all Ambition asks, the kingly Purple, 
Glory, and Wealth, and Pow'r, were yours to give, 
Tho" length of Days and Health were in your Hand, 
And all were to be mine, yet I would chooſe 
To turn the Gift with, Indignation back, 
And rather fold my Zthelinde thus, 
And ſleep for ever with her in the Grave. 
RODOGUNE. 

Then take thy Wiſh, and let both die together. 
Yes, L will tear thee out from my Remembrance, 
And be at caſe for ever. 

ETHELINDA, 

| Oh my Love! 
What can I pay thee back for all this Truth? 
What! but, like thee, to triumph in my Fate, 
And think it more than Life to die with thee. 
Haſte then, ye Virgins, break the tender Turf, 
And let your chaſter Honds prepare the Bed, 
Where my dear Lord and I muſt reſt together; 
Then let the Myrtle and the Roſe be ſtrow'd, 
For 'tis my ſecond better bridal Day. 
On my cold Boſom let his Head be laid, 
And look that none difturb us; 

Vor. II, E "Til 
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Till the laſt Trumpet's, Sound break our long Sleep, 


And call us up to everlaſting Bli 
R O:D Q G'UN'E. 


Hence with e em, take *em, drive em from. my Sight y 
— and | Ethelinda guarded, | 


'The fatal Pair 


That Look ſhall be my laſt. _ 
I feel my Soul impatient of its Bondage, 
Diſdaining this unworthy idle Paſſion, 
And ſtruggling to be free: Now, now it ſhoots, 
It tow' rs upon the Wing to Crowns and Empire; 
While Love and Aubert, thoſe meaner Names, 
Are left far, far behind; and loſt for ever. 
So if by chance the Eagle's noble 
Ta' en in the Neſt, becomes ſome Peaſant's Prize, 
Compell'd awhile he bears his Cage and Chains, 
And like a Pris'ner with the Clown remains; 
But when his Plumes-ſhoot forth, and Pinions ſwell, 
He quits the Nuſtie, and his homely Cell, 
Breaks from his Bonds, and in the Face of Day, 
Full in the Sun's bright Beams he ſoars. away; 
Delights thro? Heav'nꝭs wide pathleſs Ways to go, 
Plays with Fove's Shafts, and Yi rei e. 
Dwells with unmartalGods, and ſcorns the World below. 

[Exeant Rodogune and Attendants. 
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The PALACE. 
Enter the. K MWG and. S.x Arn 1 b. Z 


| KING. . 
O! L will follow the fond Chace no more: 
No more purſue the flying Fantom, Glory; 
But lay me down, and reſt in ſullen Peace; 
Secure of all Events to come, and careleſs 
If the Gods guide the World by Fate or Fortune. 
Let em take back the worthleſs Crown they gave, 
Since they refuſe their better Bleſſings to me. 
h SEOFRID. 
If not tb Glory, yet awake to Love : 
And tho' regardleſs of your. royal State, 
Yet live for Ethel:nda, live to fave her, 
Doom'd by che eruel Nodogune to die? 
Helpleſs and deſolate. methinks ſhe ſtands, _ 
And calls you to her Aid. 5 
XING. 
| What! doom'd to die! 
Shall thoſe dear glowing, Beauties then grow cold, 
Pale, ſtiff, and cold? nor ſhall I fold her once? 
Shall ſhe nat pant beneath my ſtrong Embrace, 
Swell to Deſire, and meet my furious Joy 7 | 
Shall ſhe not breathe, and look, and ſigh, and murmur, 
Till I am loſt for ever, ſunk in Ecftafies, 
* E 2 Ard 
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And bury'd in ten thouſand thouſand Sweets? 
What ! ſhall ſhe die? No, by the God . 
Mme War, x; 
EPO EI... 8 
S EOFRI D. 

Then hear the Means 
By which the Gods preſerve your Crown and Love. 
Ofwald, of all our Saxon Chiefs the firſt, 
And neareſt to your Brother's Heart, had drawn 
The choſen Strength of all the Britiſb Youth, 
Under the leading of the gallant Larius, 
To fave the Prince from your impending Wrath. 
By ſecret Marches they are near advanc'd, 
And s meant this Night to make their bold Aktempe. 

K ING. 
How favors this my Purpoſe ? 
 SEOFRID. 
I have prevail'd their Force ſhall join with all 
Thoſe faithful Saxons, who are ſlill your Subjects. 
Your Foes, fierce Offa and his * Siſter, 
Secure and inſolent with new Succeſs, 
Deſpiſe your Numbers, and inferior Strength, 
And may this Night with eaſe become your Prey 
Ofwald attends without to learn your Pleaſure, 
And bear it to the valiant Briti/6 Chiefs. 
KING. 

The Britons! Gods !— the Nation which I hate, 
That Ofvald too !— The Traitor ſtill has been 
Avow'd the Slave of Aribert, his Creature, 

His Boſom, fawning Parafite No matter; 

They ſerve the preſent Purpoſe of my Heart, 

And I will ufe em now. Taught by thy Arts, 
I will look kindly on the Wretch I loath, | 
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And ſmile on him I deſtine to Peſtruction. | 
Bid him approach. 
[Exit Seofrid, and Ræenter with Oſwald, 
S EOFRID. 
The valiant Oſwald, Sir. 
K ING. 
Your Friend has ſpoke at large your bold Deſign, 
| Wortby your Courage, and your princely Friend. 
And howſoe'er the medling Hand of Chance 
Has ſown th' unlucky Seeds of Strife between us, 
Yet I have ſtill a Brother's Part in Aribert. 
Nor ſhall my Hand be flow to lead you on, 
Till we have driv'n theſe haughty Inmates forth, 


And independent fix d that ſov'reign Right, A 
Which our brave Fathers fought to gain in * 
| OSWALD. 
With honorable Purpoſe are we come, 
With friendly Greeting from the Britons King, 
And the fair Offer of an equal Peace. 
This only he demands; ſend back the Troops 
Which late arriv'd with Offa, now your Foe 
As well as his; and ſet your princely Brother, 
With the fair Ethelinda, ſafe and free. | 
Theſe juſt Conditions once confirm'd to Luciut, 
Ambrofins is the Friend of royal Hengift. | 
The Britons then ſhall join their Arms with yours, 
To drive out theſe unhoſpitable Gueſts, 
And leave you peaceful Lord of fruitful X22, 
The firſt Poſſeſſion of your warlike Father, 
K ING. 
In friendly Part take we his profer'd Love. 
Bear this our Signet to the gallant Lucius, 
[ Giving his Ring to Oſwald. 

Our Bond and Pledge of Peace, which in full Form 
We will confirm, ſoon as the preſent Danger 

E 3 Ts 
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Is well remov'd, and better time allows. 

Haſte thou to join our valiant Friends the tom 

With full Inſtructions ſor your private March, 

And means, af Entrance here; with the whole Order 

In which we mean t' attack the common Foe. 
oA. 

1 Lond, and may the Gods befriend us. [Exit 
[The A ilaoks. after Oiwald, then. turns u, au 
r. ; 

ND EOFRUYD. 

Ha! whenee this dutkden dart! {| Hſe) Phat wrath 

ul Fromn, | 

Your Eyes fee glancing, and your; changing Viſage, 

Now pale as Death, mow ppurpled o'er with Name, 
Give me to know your Paſſions are at odds, 
And your WASTE INES WS: 
7 1.4.0 © 7G, - 

Oh thou het renteiivichte, Od en ee, 
To thee Ihaveithrown ff abt Mak i wore ; 
And now te anne my Bram 
Stand all aevedl'8 to nl. I nell thee, Safin, 
There never was afeflley f :ſfudh thinking. 
Ambition, awed, Miſutef and Revenge, 
Gather like Cloufls an Oleands ; and then anon, 
Love, llikke a qulden Beam ef Light, hoot thro', 
Smiles on the Glagm,andmwffleart bounds with Pleaſure, 
But 'tis nomie ſſar talk. lo Siaunld ly, 

My Soldier and exy Ser, when try d; 

Bid him draw out a hundred choſen Horſe, 

And hold !emuecatly by the Nighi's firſt Fall. 

Let 'em be all of 'Gamage, well approv'd; 

Suck as dare follow werbe er I lead, 
J 5x: DAT AIIRACTIE 


SEOFRID, 
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SEOFRID. 
I haſten to obey you. But alas! 
Might your old Man have leave to ſpeak his Fears 
KING. 
I read thy Care for me in all thoſe'Fears ; 
But be not wiſe too much. Oſt thou haſt told me, 
Love is a baſe, unmanly, whining Paſſion. 
This Night I mean to ꝓrove it, and forſake it. 
I was, tis true, the Slave of this ſoft Folly, 
And waited at*an awful, abject Diſtance, 
Reſtrain'd by idle Rules, which ſcorn ful Beauty 
And ſullen Honor diate ; but no more, 
No! by our Gods, Tl ſuffer it no more. 
$EOFRID. 
Where will this Fury drive ydu? 
KING. 
| To my Heay'n, 
To Ethelinda's Arms. This very Evening, 
While the deluded Britons urge our Foes, 
And wreak my Vengeance on the Saxon Offa, 
Amidſt the firſt Diſorder of the Fray, 
Twill not be hard to ſeize the weeping Fair; 
And, while the fighting Fook vontend in vain, 
nnn 
To bear Ale far away. 


EN 


SEOFR * big 
Hal mean 5ou 
To bend this raſh (I Tear) this fatal Flight? 


KI NG. 

Near where the Medway rolls her gontle Waves, 
To moet the Thames in his imperial Stream, 
Thou know'ſ I have a Caſtle of ſuch 
As well may ſcorn the Menace of a Siege. 
Thither I mean to bear my lovely Prize, 
= And, in deſpite of all the envious World, 
E 4 There 
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There riot in her Arms. But break we of. 
Haſte to perform my Orders; and then follow, 


And ſhare in all the Fortunes of thy King. [Exit K:rg. 


Manet SEOFRID. 


SEOFRID. 

Fools that we are! to vex the lab'ring Brain, 
And waſte decaying Nature thus with Thought ; 
To keep the weary Spirits waking ſtill ; 
To goad and drive 'em in eternal Rounds 
Of reſtleſs racking Care; tis all in vain. 
Blind Goddeſs Chance! henceforth I follow thee. 
The Politicians of the World may talk, 
May make a mighty Buſtle with their Foreſight, 
2 their Wiſdom is thy Slave. 


[ Exit Seofrid. 


1 3 


8 C E NE changes to a Temple. 


Enter ARIBERT and ETHELINDA. 


N . - . 


 ETHELINDA. © 


W Flies faſt, and haſtens to fulfil its Courſe; 
When the bleſt Hour of Death at length is near, 
Why doſt thou mourn? when that good time is come, 
When we ſhall weep no more, but live for ever, 

In that dear Place, where no Misfortunes come ; 
Where Age, and Want, and Sickneſs are not known, 
And where this wicked World ſhall ceaſe from troubling ; 
When thick deſcending Angels crowd the Air, 

And wait with Crowns of Glory to reward us ; 

ON OY my Love, my Lord, my Aribert? 


— 


ARIBERT. 


HEN this, the laſt ef all our Days of Sorrow, 


> mem. Aw MAAS i. . 
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ARIBERT. 

It comes, indeed, the cruel Moment comes, 

That muſt divide our faithful Loves for ever. 
A few ſhort Minutes more, and both ſhall periſh, 
Sink to the Place where all things are forgotten. 
Our Youth and fair Affections ſhall be barren ; 
Shall know no Joys, which other Lovers know; 
Shall leave no Name behind us, no Poſterity, 
Only the ſad Remembrance of our Woes, 
To draw a Tear from each who reads our Story: 
And doſt thou ask me wherefore I am ſad ? 
ETHELINDA. 

'Tis hard indeed, tis very hard to part. 
Tho' my Heart grieves to want its Heav'n ſo long, 
Pants for its Bliſs, and ſickens with Delay; 
Yet I could be content to live for thee. 
Yes, I will own thy Image ſtands before me, 
And intercepts my Journey to the Stars, 
Calls back the fervent Breathings of my Soul. 
To Earth and thee; with longing Looks I turn, 
Forget my Flight, and linger here below. 

ARIBERT. 

Is it decreed, by Heav'n's eternal Will, 
That none ſhall paſs the golden Gates above; 
But thoſe who ſorrow here? Muſt we be wretched? 
Muſt we be drown'd in many Floods of Tears, 
To waſh our deep, our inborn Stains away, 
Or never ſee the Saints, and taſte their Joys? 

ETHELIND 4. 

The great o'er-ruling Author of our Beings, 

Deals with his Creature Man in various Ways, 

Gracious and Good in all: ſome feel the Rod, 

And own, like us, the Father's chaſt ning Hand, 

Sev'n times, like Gold, they paſs the purging Flame. 

And are at laſt refin'd ; while gently ſome © 2:4 
E Tread 
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Tread all the Paths of Life without a Rub, : 
With Honor, Mealch, with Friends and Plenty bleſe d, 
Their Years roll round in Innocence and Eaſe. 
Hoary at lengeh, and in a good old Age, 
They go denlining to the Grave in Peace, 
And * Pleaſures here for Joys above. 
II BE RTF. 

To l many Bleſſings heap'd on me, 
Tranſcends my Wim. I ask'd but only thee. 
Give me, I ſaid, but Life and Erbelinda ; 
Let us but run the eommon Courſe together, 
Grow kindly old in one another's Arms, 
And take usito thy Merey then, good Heav'n. 
But Heavin thought that too much. 

E TH ELINA. 
If our r 

If what we value moſt on Earth, our Loves, 
Are blaſted thus by Death's untimely Hand, 
If nothing goad remains for ns below, 
So much the rather let us turn our Thoughts, | 
To ſeek beyond the Stars qur better Portion; 
That wond'rous Bliſs which Heav*n reſerves in ſtore, 
Well to reward us for our Lofſes here; 
That Blif which Heav'n, y Heav'n can give, 
Which ſhall be more to thet᷑ than Babehnde, 
And more to me Oh vaſt Exceſs of Happineſs 
Where ſhall my Soul make room for more than Aribert? 


Enter Ron oo ung and Attendant. 


 RODOGUNE. 
If, while the lives, ftf1 I am doom'd to ſuffer, 
Why am I cruel to myſelf No more — 
'Tis fooliſh'Pity Ho ſecure of Conqueſt 
The ſaſt Enchantreſs looks! but be at Peace; 
Beat not, my Heart, far the mall fall thy Victim. 
Appear, 
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Appear, ye Prieſts, ye dreadful holy Men; 

Ye Miniſters of the Gods Wrath and mine, 
Appear and ſeize your Sacrifice, this Chriſtian. 
Bear her to Death; and let her Blood atone 
For all the Miſchiefs bf har Eyes and Tongue. 


Ar I e- a ER Nr ag 


De SCENE draws, and diſcovers the inner 
part of the Temple. 4 Fire is prepar d on 
one of the Altars, near it are plac'd @ 
Rack, Knives, Axes, and other Infiraments 
of Torture ; FO Pref attending as for 


a ak ad 


IRI E RT. 
8 where Death comes, array d in all ãts Terrors; 
The Rack, conſuming Flames, and wounding Steel. 
Your cruel Triumph had not been complete, 
Without this Pomp of Horror. Come, begin; 
Tear off my Robes, and bind me to the Rack; 
Stretch out my corded Sinews, till they burſt, 
And let your Knives drink deep the flowing Blood. 
You ſhall behold how a Prince ought to die, 
And what a Chriſtian dares to ſuffer. N | 
[ 7he Guard: ſeize Aribert and Eehelind, 
OFFICER. 
| | Hold! — 
The Prince's Fate is yet deferr'd : The Woman 
Is firſt ordain'd to ſuffer Ee ſhe fall 
\ A Victim to our Gods, the muſt kneel to em, 
Dr prove the Torture. | 


* 
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 ETHELIND 4A. 
I diſdain thoſe Gods. 
OFFICER. 
Bind her ftrait, and bear her to the Rack, 
ARIBERT. 
_ What heri—— Ob mace! 
£ZTHELIND 4. 

Oh, ſtay me not, my Love! with Joy I go, 

To prove the bitter Pains of Death before thee, 
And lead thee on in the triumphant Way. 
ARIBERT. 

And can my Eyes endure it! to behold 
Thy tender Body torn ? theſe dear, ſoft Arms, 
'That oft have wreath'd their ſnowy Folds about me, 
Diſtorted, bent, and broke with rending Pain ? 

Oh Rodogune ! read, read in my full Eyes, 
7 and ſpare my Love. — 
RODOGUNE. 

And couldſt thou find no other Name but that ? 
Thy Love Oh fatal, curſt, diſtracting Sound! 
No, I will ſteel my Heart againſt thy Pray r, 
And whiſper to myſelf with ſullen Pleaſure, 

The Gods are juſt at length, and thou ſhalt feel 
Pains, ſuch as I have known. 
ARIBERT. 

L et me but die, 

Cut off this hated Object from your Sight. 
RODOGUNE. 
Nor that for know that I can too deny, 
And make thee mourn my Coldneſs and Diſdain. 
No more! I'll hear no more. 
ARFBERT. 

They bind her! ſee! 
See with rude Cords they ſtrain her tender Limbs, 
. 
A 
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And with freſh Crimſon paint her dying Paleneſs. 
Oh all ye Hoſt of Heav'n! ye Saints and Angels! 
ETHELINDA. 

Oh ſtay thy Tears, and mourn no more for me, 
Nor fear the Weakneſs of my Woman's Soul, 
For I am arm'd, and equal to the Combat. 
In vain they laviſh all their cruel Arts, 
And bind this feeble Body here in vain ; 
The free, impaſſive Soul mounts on the Wing, 
Beyond the reach of Racks, and tort'ring Flames, 
And ſcorns their Tyranny—— Oh follow thou! 
Be conſtant to the laſt, be fix'd, my Aribert. 
'Tis but a ſhort, ſhort Paſſage to the Stars. 
Oh follow thou! Nor let me want thee long, 
And ſearch the bliſsful Regions round in vain. 


Enter an OFFICER. 


OFFICER. 

Arm, royal Maid, and take to your Defence, 
The King with ſudden Fury ſallies forth, 
And drives our utmoſt Guards with foul Confuſion. 

RODOGUNE. 

The King! What Frenzy brings the Madman on 
Thus headlong to his Fate? But let him come, 
His Death ſhall fill my Triumph — Wealth and Honors, 
The nobleſt, beſt Reward, ſhall wait the Man, 
Whoſe lucky Sword ſhall take his hated Head. 


Enter a Second Officer, his Sword drawn. 


Second O FFICER. 
Hengift is here ; he bears down all before him : 
The Britons too have join'd their Arms to his, 
And this way bend their Force. | 


RODO- 
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RO DOGUMNE. 
- By > my Brother, 


— — 
And en den n e . 
| [Shouts within, and clafbing of S 
K I NG avithin. 
Slave, give me way, 
"Or I will tear thy Soul. —— 
SO LDIA Rubi. 
VPoou paſs not here. 
SEOFRID within. 
What, know'K thou not che King? Oh curſed 
Villain! 


| Enter the KN © wounded, St 0x19, OsWwal b, and 
Soldiers, with their Swords drawn, Os wal run t« 
ARIBERT. 


SEOFRID. 
Perdition on his Hand you bleed, my Lord 
» + 5» # - Wok 
My Blood flows fat —— What, can I languifh now 
So near my Wi Lend me thy Arm, old Seofrid, 
To bear me to her Ha! bound to the Rack 
Mercileſs Dogs ye moſt pernicious Slaves! 
And ftand ye ſtupid, haggard and amaz'd ! 
Ply fwift as Thought, and Tet her free this Moment, 
Or by my injur'd Love, a Name more ſacred 
Than all 1 your Gods and you, 
Vour Tem yu: oy „Altars, and your painted Shrines, 
Your holy Trumpery ſhall blaze together. 
I [They unbind Echelinds. 
 RODOCUNE. © 
"Tis vain. to reve and curſe my Fortune now. 
Thou native Greatneſs of my Soul befriend me, 
Oy me now to bear it as I ought, | 
XING. 
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KING. 
The feeble Lamp of Life ſhall lend its Blaze, 
To light me—thus far—only——and no farther. 
[Falling at Ethelinda's Free: 
Yet I look up, and gaze on thoſe bright Eyes, 
As if I hop'd to gather Heat from thence, 
Such as might feed the vital Flame for ever, 
| E THE LINDA. 

Alas! you faint! your hafty Breath comes ſhort, 

And the red Stream runs guſhing from your Breaſt. 
Call back your Thoughts from each deluding Paffion, 
And wing your parting Soul for her laft Flight; 
Call back your Thoughts to all your former Days, 
To ev'ry unrepented Act of Evil; 
And fadly deprecate the Wrath Divine. 

KING. 

Oh! my fair Teacher, you adviſe in vain : 
The Gods and 1 have done with one another, 
This Night I meant to rival them in Happineſs. 
Spite of my Brother, and thy cruel Coldneſs, 
This Night I meant t'have paſt within thy Arms. 

ETHELINDA. 

Oh! Horror! 


KING. 
But tis gone: Thoſe envious Gods 
Have done their worſt, and blaſted all my Hopes; 
They have deſpoil'd me of my Crown and Life, 
By a Slave's Hand But I forgive em that. 
Thee — they have robb'd me of my Joys in thee = 
Have trod me down to wither in the Grave. 
SEOFRID. 
My Mafter, and my Ring! 
KING. 
Old Man, no more: 
I have not leiſure for thy Gridf———Farewelew_—_— 


Thon, 
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Thou, Aribert——ſhalt live, and wear my Crown 
Take it, and be as curſt with it as I was. | 

But Ethelinda, ſhe too ſhall be thine : | 
That---that's too much. 'This World has nothing in it 
So good to give---the next may have---I know not — 


| [ The King dies. 
ARIBERT. 


There fled the fierce, untam'd, diſdainful Soul. 
Turn thee from Death, and riſe, my gentle Love; 
A Day of Comfort ſeems to dawn upon us, 

And Heav'n at length is gracious to our Wiſhes. 
ETHELINDA. 

So numberleſs have been my daily Fears, 

And ſuch the Terrors of my ſleepleſs Nights, 


That till, methinks, I doubt th' uncertain Happineſs: 


Tho' at the Muſic of thy Voice, I own, 
My Soul js huſht, it ſinks into a Calm, 
And takes ſure Omen of its Peace from thee. 
d OSWALD. 
To end your Doubts, your Brother, the brave Lacins, 
[To Ethelinda. 
Will ſoon be here: Ev'n now he ſends me word, 
Fierce Ofa and the Saxons fly before him 
The conqu'ring Britons fence you round from Danger, 


And Peace and Safety wait upon your Loves. 
ARIBERT.- 


Nor you, fair Princeſs, frown upon our Happineſs, 
Still ſhall my grateful Heart retain your Goodneſs, 
And ſtill be mindful of the Life you gave. 
Nor muft you think yourlelf a Pris'ner here: 
Whene er you ſhall appoint, a Guard attends, 
To wait you to your Brother's Camp with Honcr. 
RODOGUNE. 

Yes I will go; fly, far as Earth can bear me, 

From thee, and from the Face of Man for ever, 


Curſt 
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Curſt be your Sex, the Cauſe of all our Sorrows; 
Curſt be your Looks, your Tongues, and your falſe 
Arts, 
That cheat our Eyes, and wound our eaſy Hearts; 
Curſt may you be for all the Pains you give, 
And for the ſcanty Pleaſures we receive; 
Curſt be your brutal Pow'r, your tyrant Sway, 
By which you bend, and force us to obey. 
Oh Nature! partial Goddeſs, let thy Hand 
Be juſt for once, and equal the Command ; 
Let Woman once be Miſtreſs in her turn, 
Subdue Mankind beneath her haughty Scorn, c 
And ſmile to ſee the proud Oppreſſor mourn. 
ea [Exit Rodogune. 
a OSVAL D. 

The Winds ſhall ſcatter all thoſe idle Curſes 
Far, far away from you while ev'ry Bleſſing . 
Attends to crown you. Prom your happy Nuptials, 
From royal Aribert, of Saxon Race, 
Join'd to the faireſt of the Britiſb Dames, 
Methinks I read the People's future Happineſs ; 
And Britain takes its Pledge of Peace from you. 

ETHELINDA. 

Nor are thoſe pious Hopes of Peace in vain ; 
Since I have often heard a holy Sage, 
A venerable, old, and Saint-like Hermit, 
With Viſions often bleſt, and oft in Thought 
Rapt to the higheſt, brighteſt Seats above, 
Thus, with Divine, Prophetic Knowledge fill'd, 
Diſcloſe the Wonders of the Times to come. 
Of royal Race a Britiſb Queen ſhall riſe, 
Great, gracious, pious, fortunate and wiſe ; 
To diſtant Lands ſhe ſhall extend her Fame, 
And leave to latter Times a mighty Name : 


Tyrants 
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Tyrants ſhall fall, and faithleſs Kings ſhall bleed, 
And groaning Nations by her Arms'be'freed. 

But chief this-happy Land her Care ſhall prove, 
And find from her a more than Mother's Love. 
From hoſtile Raye ſhe mall preſerve it free, 
Safe in the Compaſs of her anibient Sea: 

Tho fam'd her Arms in many a eruel Fight, 

Yet moſt in peaceful Arts ſhe ſhall delight, 

And her chief Glory ſhall be to Un rx. 

Pits, Saxons, Angles, ſhall no more he known, 
But Briten be the noble Name alone. 

With Joy their arttient Hate they Iirill forego, 
While Diſcord hides her bafeful lead below: 
Mercy, and 'Trith, and Right ſhe ſhall maintain, 
And ev'ry Virtue crowũ to grace her Reign: 
Auſpicious Heav'n on all her Days ſhall ſmile, 


And with ccern Un 8 
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Spoken by Mrs. OL DFI1E LD, who acted 


ETHELINDA. 
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HE Bufmneſs of 'the Day doing now gone'through, 

I quit the Saint, and am like one of yo; | 
As nuell to look to, tho not quite fo geo; | 
1 bate in Spirit, but %eep my Fleſb and Blood, | l 
The Moral of this Play being rightly ſcann'd, 

I, He that leaves his nown dear Wife is damm d. 

I leave to you to make the Application: C 


The Defirine, tho' a little out of Faſhion, 

May be of uſe in this ſame finful Nation. 

What think you of the Matter? Which of you 
Would, for his Spouſe, like my true Turtle do? 

When Wealth and Beauty both at once importune, 
Who would not leave bis Wife to make this Fortune ? 
To ſome 1 know, #t may appear but ou: 

That this Place, all others, fbaultl turn godly : 

But wwhat of that P fince ome gyn Souls there are, 
Weuld gladly be inſirufed any ubere; 

Nor ſhould you ſcorn the Weakneſs of the Teacher, 
The wwiſeſt Man is not the ableft Preacher. 

Ev'n wwe, poor Women, have fometimes the Pow”r, c 


Read as you are, and rich in Learning's Store, 

To teach you Men what you ne'er knew before. 

To no enthufiaflic Rage we fwell, 

Nor foam, nor a# Tom Tumbler out of Zeal. 

But tho" wwe don't pretend to Inſpiration, 

Yet, like the Prophets of a neighbor Nation, c 
Our Teaching chiefly lies in AGITATION. 


Perhaps, | 


— 


nne eee 
Perhaps, indeed, ſuch are your wandring Brains, 
Our Author might have ſpar d his tragic Pains; 
5 that yon ve ſupp d, and are ſet in to Drinking, 
Some fevreter Matters will employ your Thinking ; 
With Nymphs divine, ⁊urit on each Glaſs before ye, 
You'll be but little better for our Story. 
But fince the parting Hour, tho" late, will comes 


And all of you, at leaft as I preſume, 


May find ſome kind, inſftruftive She at home, 
Then Curtain Lectures cuill, I hope, be read, 


Thoſe Morals then, aubich from your Thoughts were fled, 
Shall be put home to you, and taught a. bed. 
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than that, I 1 ap 

diſcharge ſome, part, at leaſt, of ſa large a 

Debt. But. Lou Nable Birth. and For- 
tune, 
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tune, the Power, Number, and Goodneſs 
of thoſe Friends You have already, have 
placed You in ſuch an Independency on the 
reſt of the World, that the Services I am 
able to render to Your Grace can never be 
advantageous, I am ſure not neceſſary, to 
You in-any part of your Life. However, 
the next piece of Gratitude, and the only 
one I am capable of, is the Acknowledg- 
ment of what I owe : And as this is the moſt 
public, and indeed the only way I have of 
doing it, Your Grace will pardon me if l 
take this Opportunity to let the World 
know the Duty and Honour I had for Your 
illuſtrious Father. It is, I muſt confeſs, a 
very tender Point to touch upon; and at 
the firſt ſight may ſeem an ill-choſen Com- 
pliment, to renew the Memory of ſuch a 
Loſs, eſpecially to a Diſpoſition ſo ſweet 
and gentle, and to a Heart fo ſenſible of 
filial Piety as Your Grace s has been, even 
from Your earlieſt Childhood. But 
haps this is one of thoſe Griefs by hich 
the” Heart may be made better; and if the 
Remembrance of his Death bring Heavi- 
neſs along with it, the Honor that is paid 
to his Memory by all good Men, ſhall wipe 
away 
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away thoſe Tears, and the Example of his 
Life ſet before Your Eyes, ſhall be of the 
greateſt Advantage to Your Grace in the 
Conduct and future Diſpoſition of Your 
own. ; 

In a Character ſo amiable as that of the 
Duke of QUEENSBERRY was, there can 
be no Part ſo proper to begin with, as that 
which was in him, and is in all good Men, 


the Foundation of all other Virtues, either 
Religious or Civil, I mean Good- nature: 


Good-nature, which is Fnendſhip between 
Man and Man, Good-breeding in Courts, 
Charity in Religion, and the true Spring 
of all Beneficence in general. This was a 


Quality he poſſeſs'd in as great a meaſure 


as any Gentleman I ever had the honor to 
know. It was this natural Sweetneſs of 
Temper, which made him the beſt Man in 
the world to live with, in any kind of re- 
lation. It was this made him a good Maſter 
to his Servants, a good Friend to his Friends, 
and the tendereſt Father to his Children. 
For the laſt, I can have no better Voucher 
than Your; Grace ; and for the reſt, I may 


appeal to all that have had the honor to 


know him. There was a Spirit and Plea- 
Vor. II. F ſure 
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fure in his Converſation, which always en- 
kven'd the Company he was in; which, 
together with a certain Eaſineſs and Frank- 
neſs in his Diſpoſition, that did not at 
all derogate from the Dignity of his Birth 
and Character, rendered him infinitely a. 
agreeable. And as no Man had a more de- 
licate Taſte of natural Wit, his Converſa- 
tions always abounded in Good-humor. 

For thoſe Parts of his Character which 
related to the Public, as he was a Noble- 
man of the firſt Rank, and a Miniſter 
of State, they will be beſt known by the 
great Employments he paſt through ; all 
which he diſcharged worttuly as to him- 
ſelf, juſtly as to the Princes who employ- 
ed him, and advantageouſly for his Country. 
There is no occaſion to enumerate his ſe- 
veral Employments, as Secretary of State, 
for Scotland m particular, for Britain in 
general, or Lord High Commiſſioner of 
Scotland; which laſt Office he bore more 
than once; but at no time more honorably, 
and (as I hope) more happily, both for 
the preſent Age, and for Poſterity, than 
when he laid the Foundation for the Britiſb 


Union. The Conſtancy and Addreſs _ 
| e 
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he manifeſted on that Occaſion, are ſtill 
freſh in every body's Memory ; and per- 
haps when our Children ſhall reap thoſe 
Benefits from that Work, which ſome Pea. 
ple do not foreſee and hope for now, 
they may remember the Duke of Quzzxs- 
BERRY With that” Gratitude, which ſuch a 
piece of Service done to his Country de- 
ſerves. 

He ſhewed upon all Occaſions a ſtrict and 
immediate Attachment to the Crown, in the 
legal Service of which, no Man could exert 
| himſelf more dutifully nor more ſtrenuouſly: 
And at the ſame time no Man gave more 
bold and more generous Evidences of the 
Love he bore to his Country. Of the lat- 
ter, there can be no better Proof than the 
ſhare he had in the late happy Revolution; 
nor of the former, than that dutiful Re- 
ſpect, and unſhaken Fidelity, which he pre- 
ſerved for her preſent Majeſty, even to his 
laſt Moments. | 


With ſo many good and great Qualities, 
it is not at all ſtrange that he poſſeſs'd fo large 
a Share, as he was known to have, in the 
Eſteem of the Queen, and her immediate 
Predecefior; nor that thoſe great Princes 
| F 2 ſhould 
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mould repoſe the higheſt Confidence in him: 
And at the ſame time, what a Pattern ha 
he left behind him for the Nobility in ge. 
neral, and for Your Grace in particular uo 
copy after ; 
Your Grace will forgive me, if my Zea 
for your Welfare and Honor (which 0 
bbdy- has more at heart than myſelf) ſhal 
preſs You with ſome more than ordinary 
Warmth to the Imitation of Your noble 
Father's Virtues. You have, my Lord, 
many great Advantages, which may encou- 
rage You to go on in purſuit of this Reptu- 
tation. It has pleaſed God to give You 
naturally that Sweetneſs of Temper, which, 
as I have before hinted, is the Foundation 
of all good Inclinations. You have the 
Honor to be born, not only of the greateſt, 
but of the beſt Parents; of a Gentleman 
generally belov'd, and generally lamented; 
and of a Lady adorned with all Virtues 
that enter into the Character of a good 
Wife, an admirable Friend, and a mot 
indulgent Mother. The natural Advani 
tages of Your Mind, have been cultivated 
by the moſt proper Arts and Manners of 


Education, You have the Care of many 
12 noble 
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noble Friends, and eſpecially of an excellent 
uncle, to watch over You in the Tenderneſs 
of Your Youth. You ſet out amongſt the 
T firſt of Mankind, and I doubt not but your 
$ Virtues will be equal to the Dignity of Your 


Rank. | 
That I may live to ſee 'your Grace emi- 


nent for the Love of your Country, for 


Your Service and Duty to your Prince, 
and, in convenient Time, adorned with 
all the Honors that have ever been con- 
ferred upon Your Noble Family : That 
you may be diſtinguiſhed to Poſterity, as 
the braveſt, greateſt, and beſt Man of the 
Age You live in, is the hearty Wiſh, and 
Prayer of, 


My Lo xp, 
Your Grace's meſt obedient, and 


moſt faithful, humble Servant, 


N. Ro vx. 
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Spoken by Mr. WI LES. 


O- Night, if jou have brought your good old Taſte, 
Nell treat you with 4 dovonright Englith Fea/?, 
A tale, which told long ſince in homely wiſe, 

Aath never fail'd of melting gentle Eyes. 

Let mo nice Sir deſpiſe our hapleſs Dame, 

Becauſe recording Ballads chaunt her Name 

Thoſe wenerable ancient Song- Inditers 

Saar d many @ Pitch above our modern Writers ; 
They caterwaul'd in no romantic Ditty, 

Sizhing for Phillis's, or Cloe Pity. 

TFuſtly they drew the Fair, and ſpoke her plain, 
And ſung her by her Chriſt an Name——'twas Jane. 
Our Numbers may be more refin'd than thoſe, 

But what we've gain d in Verſe, aue ve loft in Proſe. 
Their Words, no ſhuffling, double Meaning knew, 
Their Speech was homely, but their Hearts were true. 
In ſuch as Age, immortal Shakeſpear wrote, 

By no quaint Rules, nor hampering Critics taught ; 
With rough majeſtic Force he mow'd the Heart, 

And Strength and Nature made amenas for- Art. 

Our humble Author does his Steps Purſue, 

He owns he had the mighty Bard in wiew; 

And in theſe Scenes has made it more his Care 

To rouſe the Paſſions, than to charm the Far. 

Yet for theſe gentle Beaux avho love the Chime, 


The Ends of Ads ftill gingle into Rhine. 
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The Ladies too, he hopes will not complain, 

Here are ſome Subjects of a ſofter Strain, c 
A Nymph forſaken, and a perjur'd Swain. J 
What moſt he fears, is, left the Dames ſhould frown, 4 
The Dames of Wit and Pleaſure about Town, 

To ſee our Picture drawn, unlike their own, ; 
But left that Error ſhould provoke to Fury 

The hoſpitable Hundreds of Old Drury, 

He bid me ſay, in our Jane Shore' Defence, 

She dal d about the charitable Pence, | 5 
Built Hoſpitals, turn'd Saint, and dy d long fince. 

For her Example, whatſoe'er we make it, 

They have their Choice to let alone, or take it. 

The' few as I conceive, will think it meet, 

To weep ſo forely for a Sin ſo favett : 

Or mourn and mortify the pleaſant Senſe, 

To riſe in Tragedy two Ages hence. 


F 4 Dramatis 


Dramatis Perfonæ. 


M EN. 


Several Lords of the Council, Guards, and Attendants. 


SCENE LONDON 


— . —eIF_e— —— 
A =Y — — — 
— — — — 
K as Pl. _ — 
— 4 
= 


= — — — 
—  — — — ä 
— — — — —— EY 


FANE 


DUKE of G&fer. Mr. Cibber. 
Lord Haſtings. Mr. Booth. 
Catesby. Mr. Husband:. 
Sir Richard Ratcliffe.  - Mr. Bowman, 
Bellmour. . Mr. Mills. 
Dumont, (or Shore.) | Mr. Wilks. 
Alicia. Mrs." Porter. | 
Fane Shore. Mrs. Oldfield. 
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ACT I. SCENE I. 
The T OWE R. 


Enter the Duke of GL O' s TER, Sir RICHARD 
RATCLIFFE, and CATESBY. 


GLO'STER. 

HUS far Succeſs attends upon our Counſele, 
And each Event has anſwer d to my Wiſh ; 
The Queen and all her upſtart Race are quell d: 
Dorſet is baniſh'd, and her brother Rivers 

Ere this lies ſhorter by the Head at Pormf7er. 

The Nobles have with joint Concurrence nam'd me 

Protector of the Realm: My Brother's Children, 

Young Edward and the little Tors, are lodg d 

Here, ſafe within the Tower. How ſay, vou, Sirs, 

Does not this Buſineſs wear a lucky Face? 

The Scepter and the golden Wreath of Royalty 

deem hung within my Reach. 

RATCLIFFE. 
Then take em to you, 

And wear 'em long and wortkily ; you are 

F'5 : The 
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DUKE of Glfeer. Mr. Cibber. 
Lord Haflings. MI. Booth. 
Catesby. Mr. Husbands. 
Sir Richard Ratcliffe. © Mr. Bowman, 
Bellmozr. $46 Mr. Mills. - 
Dumont, (or Shore.) Mr. Wilks. 
Alicia. oo. Mrs. Porter. 
Fane Shore. Mrs. Oldfield. 


| Several Lordi of the Council, Guards, and Attendants. 


SCENE LONDON. 


FANE 


ACT I SCENE I. 
The T OWE R. 


Enter the Duke of Glo's TER, SirRicuyanrD 
RATCLIFFE, and CATESBY. 


GLO'STER. 

HUS far Succeſs attends upon our Counſele, 

And each Event has anſwer d to my Wiſh ; 

The Queen and all her upſtart Race are quell d; 
Dorſet is baniſh'd, and her brother River 
Ere this lies ſhorter by the Head at Porf7er, 
The Nobles have with joint Concurrence nam'd me 
Protector of the Realm: My Brother's Children, 
Young Edward and the little Tors, are lodg'd 
Here, ſafe within the Lower. How fay, vou, Sirs, 
Does not this Buſineſs wear a lucky Face? 
The Scepter and the golden Wreath of Royalty 
Seem hung within my Reach. 

RATCLIFFE. 
Then take 'em to you, 

And wear 'em long and worthily; you are 
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The ki remaining Male of princely York : 
(For SAE. Boys, the State eſteems not of em,) 
And therefore on your Sov'reignty and Rule, 
The Common-weal does her Dependance make, 
And leans upon your Highneſs able Hand. 
CATESBY. 
And yet to-morrow does the Council meet 
To fix a Day for Edward's Coronation. 
Who can expound this Riddle ? 
GLO'STER. 
That can I. 
Thoſe Lords are each one my approv'd good Friends. 
Of ſpecial Truſt and Nearneſs to my Boſom; 
And howſoever buſy they may ſeem, 
And diligent to buſtle in the State, 
Their Zeal goes on no further than we lead, 
And at our bidding ſtays. | 
CATESBY. 
Yet there is one, 
And he amongſt the foremoſt in his Pow'r, 
Of whom I wiſh your Highneſs were aſſur d: 
For me, perhaps it is my Nature's Fault, 
I own I doubt of his inclining mach. 
"BLOTTER. | 
I gueſs the Man at whom your Words wou'd point: 
Haſtings ——_— 
CATESBY. 
The ſame. - 
GLO'STER. 
He bears me great good WI 
S CATESBY. 
Tis true, to you, as to the Lord Protector, 
And Glo er's Duke, he bows with lowly Service; 
But were he bid to cry, God ſave, King Richard, 
Then telfhe in what Terms he would reply, 
Believe 


JANE SHORE, 


Believe me, I have prov'd the Man, and found him: 


I know he bears a moſt religious Rev'rence 
To his dead Maſter Edward's royal Memory, 
And whither that may lead him, is moſt plain. 
Yet more One of the ſtubborn ſort he is, 
Who, if they once grow fond of an Opinion, 
They call it Honor, Honeſty, and Faith, 
And ſooner part with Life than let it go. 
| GLOS'TER. 
And yet this tough impracticable Heart 
Is govern'd by a dainty- ger'd Girl; 
Such Flaws are found in the moſt worthy Natures; 
A laughing, toying, wheedling, whimp'ring ſhe, 
Shall make him amble on a Goſſip's Meſſage, 
And take the Diſtaff with a Hand as oy 
As e'er did Hercules, | 
RATCLIFFE. 
Ihe fair Alicia, 
Of noble Birth and exquiſite of Feature, 
Has held him long a Vaſſal to her Beauty 
CATESBY. 
1 fear, he fails in his Allegiance there, 
Or my Intelligence is falſe ; or elſe 
The Dame has been too laviſh of her Feaft, 
And fed him till he loaths. 
| GLO'STER. 
No more, he comes. 


Enter Lord Has TinGs. 


| HASTINGS. 
Health and Happineſs of many Days 
Attend upon your Grace. 
'GLO'STER. 
My 
We're much beholden to your gentle Friendſhip. 


ine 


HASTINGS. 
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HASTINGS. En 
My Lord, T come an humble Suitor to you. 
| GLO'STER Fe 
In right good time ; ſpeak out your Pleaſure freely. T 
HASTINGS. 
T am to move your Highneſs in behalf 
GLO'STER © * 
Say you, of Shore ? - 
HASTINGS. 7 


Once a bright Star that held her Place on high, | 
The firſt and faireſt of our Eng/i/ Dames, 


W hile royal Edward held the ſov'reign Rule. 80 
Now ſunk in Grief, and pining with Deſpair, An 
Her waining Form no longer ſhall incite T} 
Envy in Woman, or Defire in Man. Ve 
She never ſees the Sun, but thro' her Tears, * 
And wakes to ſigh the live-long Night away. Th 
GL O S TER. | Fre 
Marry! the Times are badly chang'd with her | 
From Edward's Days to theſe. Then all was Jollity, ( 
Feaſting and Mirth, light Wantonneſs and Laughter, Wi 
Piping and Playing, Minſtrelſy and Masking ; Th 
'Till Life fled from us like an idle Dream, To 
A Shew of Mommery without a Meaning. An 
My Brother, Reſt and Pardon to his Soul, 
Is gone to his Account : For this his Minion, 1 
The Revel-rout is done But you were ſpeaking Our 
Concerning her have been told that you bs g 
Are frequent in your Viſitation to her. Anc 
HASTINGS: | She 
No farther, my good. Lord, than friendly Pity At! 
And tender hearted oy allow. Wh 


1 C4 bo 
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| GLO'STER. 4 
Go to: I did not mean to chide you for it. 
For, ſooth to ſay, I hold it noble in you 
To cheriſh the diſtreſs'd——On with your Tale. 
| HASTINGS. 
Thus i is it, gracious Sir, that certain Officers 
Uſing the Warrant of your mighty Name, 
With Inſolence unjuſt, and lawleſs Power, 
Have ſeiz'd upon the Lands, which late ſhe held 
By grant from her great Maſter Edward's Bounty, 
GLO'STER. 
Somewhat of this, but ſlightly, have I heard, 
And tho' ſome Counſellors of forward Zeal, 
Some of moſt ceremonious Sanctity, 
And bearded Wiſdom, often have provok'd 
The Hand of Juſtice to fall heavy on her; 
Yet ftill in kind Compaſſion of her Weakneſs, 
And tender Memory of Edward's Love, 
I have withheld the mercileſs ſtern Law 
From doing outrage on her helpleſs 
HASTI N GS. 
Good Heav'n who renders Mercy back for Mercy, 
With open-handed Bounty fhall repay you: 
This gentle Deed ſhall fairly be ſet foremoſt, 
To ſcreen the wild Eſcapes of lawleſs Paſſion, 
And the long Train of Frailties Fleſh is Heir to. 
GLO'STER. 
Thus far, the Voice of Pity pleaded only ; 
Our farther and more full Extent of Grace 
Is giv'n to your Requeſt. Let her attend, 
And to ourſelf deliver up her Griefs. 
She ſhall be heard with Patience, and each Wrong 
At full redreſt. But I have other News 
Which much imports us both, for ſtill my Fortunes 


n. in hand with yours: Our common Foes, 
| The 
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The Queen's Relations, our new-fangled Gentry, 


Have fall'n their een for your Privacy, 


[Exeunt, 


. — i 3 
. c E * E II. 
An Apartment in Jaws Snone” Horſe, 


Enter BgLtMouR Denen. 


BEL L MOUR. 

How ſhe has liv'd you've heard my Tale already; 
The reſt your own Attendance in her Family, 
Where J have found the means this Day to place you, 
And nearer Obſervation beſt will tell you. 

See with what fad and ſober Cheer the comes. 


Enter Jan's Moon: 


Sure, or I read her Viſage much amiſs, 

Or Grief beſets her hard. Save you, fair Lady, 

The Bleſſings of the chearful Morn be on you, 

And greet your Beauty with its opening Sweets. 
FANE SHORE. 

My gentle Neighbour! your good Wiſhes til! 
Purſue my hapleſs Fortunes: Ah! good Bellmoyr / 
How few, like thee, enquire the Wretched out, 
And court the Offices of foft Humanity? 

Like thee reſerve their Raiment for the Naked, 
Reach out their Bread, to feed the crying Orphan, 
Or mix their pitying Tears with thoſe that weep ? 
Thy Praiſe deſerves a better Tongue than mine 

To ſpeak and bleſs thy Name. Ts this the Gentleman, 
Whoſe friendly Service you commented to me ? 


BELT 


* — 
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B ELLMO UX. 
Madam! It is. 
FANE SHORE. 
A venerable Aſpe&! [ A/ide. 
Age fits with decent Grace upon his Viſage, 
And worthily becomes his filver Locks ; 
He wears the Marks of many Years well-ſpent, 
Of Virtue, Truth well-try'd, and wiſe Experience; 
A Friend like this, would ſuit my Sorrows well. 
Fortune, J fear me, Sir, has meant you ill, 
[To Dumont. 
Who pays your Merit with that ſcanty Pittance, 
Which my poor Hand and humble Roof can give. 
But to ſupply thoſe golden Vantages, 
Which elſewhere you might find, expect to meet 
A juſt Regard and Value for your Worth, 
The Welcome of a Friend, and the free Partnerſhip 
Of all that little Good the World allows me. 
DUMONT. 
You over-rate me much ; and all my Anſwer 
Muſt be my future Truth ; let that ſpeak for me, 
And make up my Deſerving. 
JFANE SHORE. 
Are you of England? 
DUMONT. 
No, gracious Lady, Flanders claims my Birth ; 
At Antwerp has my conſtant Biding been, 
Where ſometimes I have known more plenteous Days, 
Than thoſe which now my failing Age affords, 
FANE SHORE, 


Alas! at Antaverp ! Oh forgive my Tears! 


| [ Weeping. 

They fall for my Offences—and muſt fall | 
Long, long, ere they ſhall waſh my Stains away. 

You knew perhaps--Oh Grief! Oh Shame !--myHusband, 

DUMONT. 
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DUMONT. 

T knew him well— but ſtay this Flood of Anguiſh, 
The ſenſeleſs Grave feels not your pious Sorrows : 
Three Years and more are paſt, ſince I was bid, 
With many of our common Friends, to wait him 
To his laſt peaceful Manſion, I attended, 
Sprinkled his clay-cold Corſe with holy Drops, 
According to our Church's rev'rend Rite, 

And ſaw him laid in hallow'd Ground, to reſt. 
IN SHORS. 
Oh! that my Soul had known no Joy but him 
That I had liv'd within his guiltleſs Arms, 
And dying ſlept in Innocence beſide him 
But now his honeſt Duſt abhors the Fellowſhip, 
And ſcorns to mix with mine. 


Enter a Servant. 


SERFANT. 
The Lady Alicia, 
Attends your Leiſure. | 
7 4 NE SHORE. 
Say I wiſh to ſee her. 
[Exit Serwant. 

Pleaſe, 3 Sir, one Moment to retire, 
I'll wait you on the Inftant; and inform you , 
Of each unhappy Circumſtance, in which 
Your friendly Aid and Counſel much may ſtead me. 


[Exeunt Bellmour and Dumont. 


Enter ALI CIA. 


ALICTA. 

Still, my fair Friend, till ſhall I find you thus? 
Still ſhall theſe Sighs heave after one another, 
Theſe trickling Drops chaſe one another Rill, 

As if the poſing Meſſenger of Grief 


Could 
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Could overtake the Hours fled far away, 
And make old Time come back ? 
FANE SHORE. 
No, my Alicia, 
Heav'n 7 his Saints be witneſs to my Thoughts, 
There is no Hour of all my Life oer. paſt, 
That I could wiſh ſhould take its turn again. 
ALICTA. 

And yet ſome of thoſe Days my Friend has known, 
Some of thoſe Years might paſs for golden ones, 
At leaſt, if Womankind can judge of Happineſs. 
What could we wiſh, we who delight in Empire, 
Whoſe Beauty is our Sov'reign Good, and gives us 
| Our Reaſons to rebel, and Pow'r to reign, 
What could we more than to behold a Monarch, 
Lovely, renown'd, a Conqueror, and young, 
Bound in our Chains, and + 5" 3-5 1 6008 

FANE SHORE. 

Tis true, the royal \Z&ward was a Wonder, 
The goodly Pride of all our Eng Youth; 
He was the very Joy of all that ſaw him, 
Form'd to delight, to love, and to perſuade. 
Impaſſive Spirits, and angelic Natures 
Might have been charm'd, like yielding humanWeakneſs, 
Stoop'd from their Heav'n, and liſten'd to his talking. 
But what had I to do with Kings and Courts? 
My humble Lot had caſt me far beneath him; 
Ard that he was the firſt of all Mankind, 
The braveſt and moſt lovely, was my Curſe. 

ALICTA. 
Sure, ſomething more than Fortune join'd your 
Loves; 

Nor could his Greatneſs, and his gracious Form, 


Be elſewhere match'd fo well, as to the Sweetneſs 
and Beauty of my Friend, 


: FANE 
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FANE SHORE. 
Name him no more: 
He was the Bane and Ruin of my Peace. 


This Anguifh and theſe Tears, theſe are the Legacies 


His fatal Love has left me. Thou wilt fee me, 
Believe me, my Alicia, thou wilt ſee me, 

Ere yet a few ſhort Days paſs o'er my Head, 
Abandon'd to the very utmoſt Wretchedneſs. 


The Hand of Pow'r has ſeiz d almoſt the whole 


Of what was left for needy Life's Support; 


Shortly thou wilt behold me poor, and kneeling 


u . thy charitable Door for Bread. 
"HL IC IEK 
Joy of my Life, my deareſt Shore, forbear 


To wound my Heart with thy foreboding Sorrows, 


Raiſe thy fad Soul to better Hopes than theſe, 
Lift up thy Eyes, and let 'em ſhine once more, 
Bright as the Morning Sun above the Miſts. 
Exert thy Charms, ſcek out the ſtern Protector, 
And ſooth his favage Temper with thy Beauty: 
Spite of his deadly unrelenting Nature, 

He ſhall be moy'd to pity and redreſs thee. 

FANE SHORE: 

My Form, alas | has long forgot to pleaſe ; 
The Scene of Beauty and Delight is chang'd, 
No Roſes bloom upon my fading Cheek, 

Nor laughing Graces wanton in my Eyes; 

But haggard Grief, lean-looking fallow Care, 
And pining Diſcontent, a rueful Train, 

Dwell on my Brow, all hideous and forlorn. 
One only Shadow of a Hope is left me; 

The noble-minded Haſtings, of his Goodneſs, 
Has kindly underta'en to be my Advocate, 
And move my humble Suit 0 angry Glo fer. 
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411 CIA. 
Does Haſtings undertake to plead your Cauſe? 
But wherefore ſhould he not? Haſfings has Eyes; 
The gentle Lord has a right tender Heart, 
Melting and eaſy, yielding to Impreſſion, 
And catching the ſoſt Flame from each new Beauty; 
But yours ſhall charm him long. 
FANE SHORE. 
Away, you Flatterer ! 
Nor charge his gen'rous Meaning with a Weakneſs, 
Which his great Soul and Virtue muſt diſdain. 
Too much of Love thy hapleſs Friend has prov'd, 
Too many giddy fooliſh Hours are gone, 
And in fantaſtie Meaſures danc'd away: 
May the remaining Few know only Friendſhip. 
So thou, my deareſt, trueſt, beſt Alicia, | 
Vouchſafe to lodge me in thy gentle Heart, 
A Partner there; I will give up Mankind, 
Forget the Tranſports of increaſing — 
And all the Pangs we feel for its Decay. 
| ALICTA. 
Live! live and reign for ever in my Bom 


[ Embracing, 


Safe and unrivall'd there poſſeſs thy own ; 
And you, ye brighteſt of the Stars above, 
Ye Saints that once were Women here below, 4 4 
Be witneſs of the Truth, the holy Friendſhip, 
Which here to this my other Self I vow, 

If I not hold her nearer to my Soul, 

Than ev'ry other Joy the World can give, 

Let Poverty, Deformity and Shame, 

Diſtraction and Deſpair ſeize me on Earth, 

Let not my faithleſs Ghoſt have Peace hereafter, 
Nor taſte the Bliſs of your celeſtial Fellowſhip. 


FANE 


x16. JANE Snook cs, 
FANE SHORE, 
Yes, thou art true, and only thou art true: 
Therefore theſe Jewels, once the laviſh Bounty 
Of royal Edward's Love, I truſt to thee; 
| [Giving a Caket, 
Receive this all, that I can call my own, 
And let it reſt unknown, and aſe with thee: 
That if the State's Injuſtice ſhould oppreſs me, 
Strip me of all, and turn me out a Wanderer, 
My Wretchedneſs may find Relief from thee, 
And Shelter from the Storm. 
| 4110 14. 
My All is thine ; 
One common Hazard ſhall attend us both, 
And both be fortunate, or both be wretched. 
But let thy fearful doubting Heart be ſtill, 
The Saints and Angels have thee in their Charge, 
And all things ſhall be well. Think not, the good, 
The gentle Deeds of Mercy thou haſt done, 
Shall die forgotten all; the Poor, the Pris'ner, 
The Fatherleſs, the Friendleſs, and the Widow, 
Who daily own the Bounty of thy Hand,” 
Shall cry to Heav'n, and pull a Blefling on thee ; 
Ev'n Man, the mercileſs Inſulter Man, 
Man, who rejoices in our TOR, 
Shall pity thee, and with unwonted ls, 
Forget thy Failings, and record thy Praile. 
FANE SHORE. | 
Why ſhould I think that Man will do for me 
What yet he never did for Wretch like me? 
Mark by what partial Juſtice we are judg'd ; 
Such is the Fate unhappy Women find, 
And ſuch the Curſe intail'd upon our Kind, 
That Man, the lawleſs Libertine, may rove, 


Free and unqueſtion'd through the Wilds of Love ; 
| While 
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While Woman, Senſe and Nature's eaſy Fool, 

If poor weak Woman ſwerve from Virtue's Rule, 

If ſtrongly charm'd, ſhe leave the thorny Way, = 
And in the ſofter Paths of Pleaſure ftray ; Fs / 
Ruin enſues, Reproach and endleſs Shame, 
And one falſe Step entirely damns her Fame. 
In vain with Tears the Loſs ſne may deplore, © 

In vain look back to what ſhe was before, c 
She ſets, like Stars that fall, to riſe no more. 

| [ Exeunt. 
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ACT IL SCENE I. 


SCENE continues. g 
| | | 
Euter Al1C1a, ſpeaking to Ja SHORE as entring, 
4110 14. 


farther, gentle Friend; good Angels guard you, T 
And ſpread their gracious Wings about your C 
— S$Slumbers. D 
The drowſy Night grows on the World, and now A 
The bufy Craftſman and o'erlabor'd Hind, 

Forget the Travel of the Day in Sleep : 


Care only wakes, and moping Penfiveneſs ; | N. 

With meagre diſcontented Looks they ſit, T. 

And watch the waſting of the midnight Taper. Bu 

Such Vigils muſt I keep, ſo wakes my Soul, Tl 

Reſtleſs and ſelf-tormented ; Oh falſe Haſtings / T] 

Thou haſt deſtroy d my Peace. [ Knocking without, 41 
What Noiſe is that? 


What Viſitor is this, who with bold Freedom 
Breaks in upon the peaceful Night and Reſt, 
With ſuch a rude Approach ? 


Enter a Servant. 
$8 E RV AN T. 
One from the Court, To 
Ln Four (a I think) demands my Lady. Buy 
1 
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4LICIA. | 

Haſtings! Be till my Heart, and try to meet him 

With his own Arts; with Falſhood - But he comes. 


Enter Lord Has TINGs. Speaks to 4 Servant 
as entring. | 


HASTINGS. 
Diſmiſs my Train, and wait alone without. 
Alicia here ! Unfortunate Encounter ! 
41L1CIA. 
When humbly, thus, 
The Great deſcend to viſit the Afflicted, 
When thus unmindful of their Reſt they come 
To ſooth the Sorrows of the midnight Mourner: 
Comfort comes with them, like the golden Sun, 
Diſpels the ſullen Shades with her ſweet Influence, 
And chears the melancholy Houſe of Care. 
HASTINGS. 
'Tis true, I would not over-rate a Courteſy, 
Nor let the Coldneſs of Delay hang on it 
To nip and blaſt its Favor, like a Froſt ; 
But rather choſe, at this late Hour, to come, 
That your fair Friend may know I have prevail'd; 
The Lord Protector has receiv'd her Suit, 
And means to ſhew her Grace. 
; ALICITA. 
My Friend! my Lord. 
HASTINGS. 
Yes, Lady, yours: None has a Right more ample 
To ack my Pow'r than you. - 
4 ALICTIA =» 1d Vo 
I Want the Words, 
To pay you back a Compliment fo courtly ; | 
bit wy Milner wats at the friendly Meaning, 
And 
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And wo' not die your Debtor. 
Tis well, Madam, 
But I would ſee your Friend. a 
411014. 
Oh thou falſe Lord! 

I wou'd be Miſtreſs of my heaving Heart, 
Stifle this riſing Rage, and learn from thee 
To dreſs my Face in eaſy dull Indifference : 
But *two'not be, my Wrongs will tear their way, 
And ruſh at once upon thee. 

H ASTINGS. 

| Are you wiſe! 

Have you the aſe of Reaſon? Do you wake? 

| What means this Raving ! this tranſporting Paſſion ? 


* IAA tad CO Was Wd 


ALICTA. 
| O thou cool Traitor! thou inſulting Tyrant, 8 
Doſt thou behold my poor diſtracted Heart, \ 


'Thus rent with agonizing Love and Rage, 
And ask me what it means? Art thou not falſe? 
And I not ſcorn'd, forſaken and abandon'd, 
Left, like a common Wretch, to Shame and Infamy, 
Giv'n up to be the Sport of Villains Tongues, 
Of laughing Paraſites, and leud Buffoons; 
And all becauſe my Soul has doated on thee : 
Wah Love, with Truth, and Tenderneſs unutterable ? 
HASTINGS. 

Are thee the Proofs of Tenderneſs and Love? 
Theſe endleſs Quarrels, Diſcontents, and Jealouſies, 
Theſe never-ceaſing Wailings and Complainings, 
Theſe furious Starts, theſe Whirlwinds of the Soul, 
Which ev'ry other Moment riſe to Madneſs ? P . 

, abc HO IL. a 
i What Proof, alas! have I not giv'n of Lore? IM 
What have I not abandon'd to thy Arms? J 
| Have 
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Have I not ſet at nought my noble Birtnß, 

A ſpotleſs Fame, and an unblemiſh'd Race, 

The Peace of Innocence, and Pride of Virtue ? 
My Prodigality has giv'n thee all; 

And now I've nothing left me to beſtow, 


| You hate the wretched Bankrupt you have made, 


HASTINGS. 

Why am I thus purſu'd from place to place, 
Kept in the View, and eroſs d at ev'ry turn? 
In vain I fly, and like a hunted Deer, 
Sud o'er the Lawns, and haſten to the Covert; 
Ere I can reach my Safety, you o'ertake me 
With the ſwift Malice of ſome keen Reproach, 
And drive the winged Shaft deep in my Heart. 

411014. | 

Hither you fly, and here you ſeek Repoſe; 
Spite of the poor Deceit, your Arts are known, 
Your pious, charitable, Midnight Viſits, 

HASTINGS. 

If you are wiſe, and prize your Peace of Mind, 
Yet take the friendly Counſel of my Love ; 
Believe me true, nor liſten to your Jealouſy, 
Let not that Devil,. which undoes your Ser. 
That curſed Curioſity ſeduce you, 
To hunt for needleſs Secrets, which tc 
Shall never hurt your Quiet, but once known, 
Shall fit upon your Heart, pinch it with pain, 
And baniſh the ſweet Sleep for ever from you. 
Go tobe yet advis'd 

TELIGTH. 
Doſt thou in Scorn | - 

Preach Patience to my Rage? And bid me tamely 
dit ke a poor contented Idiot down, i 
Nor dare to think thou'ſt wrong d me— Ruin ſeize thee, 
And ſwift Perdition overtake thy Treachery! 

Vo 1 G Have 
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Have I the leaſt remaining Cauſe to doubt? 

Haſt thou endeavor'd once to hide thy Falſhood? | 
To hide it, might have ſpoke ſome little Tendernef, 
And ſhewn thee half unwilling to undo me: 

But thou diſdain'ſt the Weakneſs of Humanity, 
Thy Words, and all thy Actions, have confefs'd it; 
Ev'n now thy Eyes avow it, now they ſpeak, 
And inſolently own the glorious Villainy. 

HASTINGS. 

Well then, I own my Heart has broke your Chains. 
Patient I bore the painful Bondage long,] 

At length my gen'rous Love diſdains your Tyranny ; 

'The Bitterneſs and Stings of taunting Jealouſy, 

Vexatious Days, and jarring joyleſs Nights, 

Have driv*n- him forth to ſeek ſome ſafer Shelter, 

Where he may reft his weary Wings in Peace, 
ALICIA. 

You triumph! do! and with gigantic Pride, 
Defy impending Vengeance. Heav'n ſhall wink; 
No more his Arm. ſhall roll the dreadful Thunder, 
Nor ſend his Lightnings forth: No more his Juſtice 
Shall viſit the preſuming Sons of Men, 

But Perjury, like thine, ſhall dwell in Safety. 
HASTINGS. 

Whate'er my Fate decrees for me hereafter, 
Be preſent to me now, my better Angel! 
Preſerve me from the Storm which threatens now, 

And if I have beyond Atonement ſinn'd, 
Let any other kind of Plague o'ertake me, 
Sol _—_— the Fury of that Tongue. 
ALICIA.. 

Thy Prayer is heard I go—but know, proud Lord, 
Howe'er thou ſcorn'ſt the Weakneſs of my Sex, 
This feeble Hand find the Means to reach thee, 
Howe'er ſublime in Pow'r, and Greatneſs ed. 


tn 


JANE SHORE. 123 
With royal Favor guarded round, and grac d; | 
On Eagle's Wings my Rage ſhall urge her Flight, 
And hurl thee headlong from thy topmoſt Height; 
Then like thy Fate, ſuperior will I fit, 
And view thee fall'n, and grov'ling at my Feet; 
See thy laſt Breath with Indignation go, 
And tread thee finking to the Shades below. 


Po Exit Alicia. 
HASTINGS. 8 


How fierce a Fiend is Paſſion? With what Wildneſs, 
What Tyranny untam'd, it reigns in Woman! 
Unhappy Sex! whoſe eaſy yielding Temper 
Gives way to ev'ry Appetite alike z - 

Each Guſt of Inclination, uncontrol'd, P 
Sweeps thro? their Souls, and ſets them in an uproar z | 
Each Motion of the Heart riſes to Fury, Tr 
And Love in their weak Boſoms is a Rage 


As terrible as Hate, and as deſtructi ve. 


So the Wind roars o'er the wide fenceleſs Ocean, 

And heaves the Billows of the boiling Deep, 
Alike from North, from Soxth, from Faſt, from aft, 
With equal Force the Tempeſt blows by turns 

From ev'ry Corner of the Seaman's Compals. 

But ſoft ye now for here comes one diſclaims 

Strife, and her wrangling Train: of equal Elements, 
Without one jarring Atom was ſhe form'd, 

And Gentleneſs, and Joy, make up her Being. 

Enter IAN E SHORE. 

Forgive me, Fair One, if officious Friendſhip _, 
Intrudes on your Repoſe, and comes thus late, 

To greet you with the Tidings of Succeſs. 
The Princely Ger has vouchiaf d you Hearing, 
To- morrow he expects yau at the Court; | 
here plead your Cauſe with never- failing Beauty, 

G 2 Speak 


ns Fant SAB 0A. 


Speak all your Griefs, and find a full Redreſs. 
| FANE SHORE. 


Thus humbly let your lowly Servant bend; [ Keeling, 


Thus let me bow my grateful Knee to Earth, 
And bleſs your noble Nature for this Goodneſs, 
HASTINGS. 

Riſe gentle Dame, you wrong my Meaning much, 
Think me not guilty of a Thought ſo vain, 

To ſell my Courteſy for Thanks like theſe. 
FAN SHORE. 

"Tis true, your Bounty is beyond my Speaking: 
But tho my Maud be.dumb, my Heart ſhall thank you; 
And when it melts before the Throne of Mercy, 
Mourning, and bleeding, for my paſt Offences, 

My fervent Soul ſhall breathe one Pray'r for you, 
{If Pray'rs of ſuch a Wretch are heard on high,) 
That Heav'n will pay you back, when moſt you need, 
rr Goodneſs you have ſhewn to me. 

2 HASTINGS. 

If DOPE Fac Merit in my Service, 

Impute it there where moſt tis due, to Love; 
Be kind,' my gentle Miſtreſs, to my Wiſhes, 
And ſatisfy my panting Heart with Beauty. 
FANE SHORE. 
Alas! my Lord 
HASTINGS. 
Why bend thy Eyes to Earth? 
Wherefore theſe Looks of Heavineſs and Sorrow ? 
Why breathes that Sigh, my Love? And wherefore falls 
This trickling Show'r of Tears, to ſtain thy Sweetne(s? 
JANE SHORE. 
If Pity dwells within your noble Breaſt, 
(As fare it does) Oh ſpeak not to me thus. 
3 HASTINGS. 
Can I behold thee, and not ſpeak of Love? 


Ev'n 


Pa 64 a0 is 02 87 9 


JANE SHORE. 125 


Ev'n now, thus ſadly as thou ſtand'ſt before me, 
Thus deſolate, dejected, and forlorn, 
Thy Softneſs ſteals upon my yielding Senſes, 
Till my Soul faints, and fickens with Deſire; 
How canſt thou give this Motion to my Heart, 
And bid my Tongue be ſtill? 
FANE SHORE. 
Caſt round your Eyes 
Upon the high-born Beauties of the Court ; 
Behold, like op'ning Roſes, where they bloom, 
Sweet to the Senſe, unſully'd all and ſpotleſs ; 
There chooſe ſome worthy Partner of your Heart 
To fill your Arms, and bleſs your virtuous Bed ; 
Nor turn your Eyes this way, where Sin and Mis'ry, 
Like loathſom Weeds, have over-run the Soil, 
And the Deſtroyer Shame has laid all waſte. 
HASTINGS. 
What means this peeviſh, this fantaſtic Change? 
Where is thy wonted Pleaſantneſs of Face ? 
Thy wonted Graces, and thy dimpled Smiles ? 
Where haſt thou loſt thy Wit, and ſportive Mirth ? 
That chearful Heart, which us'd to dance for ever, 
And caſt a Day of Gladneſs all around thee? 
FANE SHORE. 
Ves, I will own I merit the Reproach ; 
And for thoſe fooliſh Days of wanton Pride, | 
My Soul is juſtly humbled to the Duſt : 
All Tongues, like yours, are licens'd to upbraid me, 
Still to repeat my Guilt, to urge my Infamy, 
And treat me like that abje& Thing I've been. 
Yet let the Saints be witneſs to this Truth, 
That now, tho' late, I look with Horror back, 
That I deteſt my wretched Self, and curſe 
My paſt polluted Life. All-judging Heav'n 


Who knows my Crimes, has ſeen my Sorrow for them. 
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| HASTINGS. 

No more of this dull Stuff. Tis time enough 
To whine and mortify thyſelf with Penance, 
When the decaying Senſe is pall'd with Pleaſure, 
And weary Nature tires in her laſt Stage: 
Then weep and tell thy Beads, when alt'ring Rheums 
Have ſtain d the Luſtre of thy ſtarry Eyes, 
And failing Palſies ſhake thy wither'd Hand. 
The preſent Moments claim more gen'rous uſe ; 
Thy Beauty, Night and Solitude reproach me, 
For having talk'd thus long Come let me preſs thee, 

[ Laying hold on ber. 
Pant to thy Boſom, ſink into thy Arms, 
And loſe myſelf in the luxurious Fold. 
FANE SHORE. 

Never! By thoſe chaſte Lights above, I ſwear, 
My Soul ſhall never know Pollution more ; 
Forbear my Lord ! — Here let me rather die, 

4 [ Kneeling, 
Let quick Deſtruction overtake me here, 
And end my Sorrows and my Shame for ever. 
HASTINGS. 

Away with this Perverſeneſs, tis too much; 

Nay, if you ſtrive tis monſtrous Affectation. 


 [Serivng. 
FANE SHORE. | 
Retire! I beg you leave me 
HASTINGS. 
| Thus to coy it 

With one who knows you too. | 
FANE SHORE, 

For Mercy's ſake — _ | 


HASTINGS. 
Ungrateful Woman! Is it thus you pay 
My Services? 
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=» * 


JANE SHORE. 127 


JANE SHORE 
Abandon me to Ruin 


Rather than urge me 
| HASTINGS. 
This way to your Chamber, 
There if you ſtruggle 


 FANE SHORE. 
| Help! Oh gracious Heay'n! © 
Help! Save me! Help! [Crying out. 


'Enter Dumonm, he interpoſes. 


DUMONT. | 
My Lord! for Honor's fake —— 


HASTINGS. 
Hah ! What art thou? Be gone ! 
DUMONT. 
| My Duty calls me 
To my Attendance on my Miſtreſs here. 
FANE SHORE, 
For Pity let me 
HASTINGS. 
Avaunt! Baſe Groom 
At diſtance wait, and know thy Office better. 
DUMONT. 
Forego your hold, my Lord ! *tis moſt unmanly 
This Violence 


HASTINGS. 
Avoid the Room this moment, 
Or I will tread thy Soul out. 
DUMONT. 
No, my Lord 
The common Ties of Manhood call me now, 
And bid me thus ſtand up in the Defence 


Of an oppreſs'd, nog” helpleſs 1 * 2 
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HASTINGS. 
And doſt thou know me, Slave? 
DUMONT. | 
Yes, thou proud Lord! 
1 know thee well, know thee with each Advantage, 
Which Wealth, or Pow'r, or noble Birth can give thee, 
I know thee too for one who ſtains thoſe Honors, 
And blots a long illuſtrious Line of Anceſtry, 
By poorly daring thus to wrong a Woman. 
| HASTINGS. 
"Tis wondrous well! I ſee my Saint-like Dame, 
You ſtand provided of your Braves and Ruffians, 
To man your Cauſe, and bluſter in your Brothel. 
; N DUMONT. 
Take back the foul Reproach, unmanner'd Railer; 
Nor urge my Rage too far, leſt thou ſhould' find; 
I have as daring Spirits in my Blood 
As thou, or any uf thy Race e'er boaſted; 
And tho' no gaudy Titles grac'd my Birth, 
(Titles, the ſervile Conrtier's lean Reward, 
Sometimes the Pay of Virtue, but more oft [phants,) 
The Hire which Greatneſs gives to Slaves and Syco- 
Yet Heav'n that made me honeſt, made me more 
Than ever King did when he made a Lord. 
HASTINGS. 
Inſolent Villain! Henceforth let this teach thee 
| TE [ Draws and firikes hin. 
The Diſtance twixt a Peaſant and a Prince. 
„ DUMONT. 
Nay then, my Lord! [4rawing.] learn you by this, 
how well Wi 
An Arm reſolv'd can guard its Maſter's Life. 
+ 55 {They fight. 
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FANE SHORE. 
Oh my diſtracting Fears! hold, for ſweet Heav'n. 
(They fight, Dumont diſarms Lord Haſtings: 
| HASTINGS. t 
Confuſion! baffled by a baſe-born Hind! 
. DUMONT. 

Now, haughty Sir, where is our Diff rence now? 

Your Life is in my Hand, and did not Honor, 
The Gentleneſs of Blood and inborn Virtue 
(Howe'er unworthy I may ſeem to you) 

Plead in my Boſom, I ſhould take the Forfeit. 

But wear your Sword again; and know, a Lord 

Oppos'd againſt a Man is but a Man. 
HASTINGS. 

Curſe on my failing Hand! Your better Fortune 
Has giv'n you Vantage o'er me; but perhaps 
Your Triumph may be bought with dear Repentance. 

[Exif 
JANE SHORE. 

Alas! what have you done! know you the Pow'r, 

The Mightineſs that waits upon this Lord? 
DUMONT. 

Fear not, my worthieſt Miſtreſs ; 'tis a Cauſe, 

In which Heav'n's Guard ſhall wait you. O purſue, 

Purſue the ſacred Counſels of your Soul, 

Which urge you on to Virtue; let not Danger, 

Nor the incumbring World make faint your Purpoſe. 

Afiſting Angels ſhall conduct your Steps, 

Bring you to Bliſs, and crown your End with Peace. 
| TAMNE TEHOCAE 

Oh that my Head were laid, my ſad Eyes clos'd, 
And my cold Corſe wound in my Shrowd'to reſt ; 

My painful Heart will never ceaſe to heat, 
Will never know £ Ty 8 Peace till chen. 
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4 DUMONT. 
Wou'd you be happy? leave this fatal Place, 
Fly from the Court's pernicious Neighborhood ; 
Where Innocence is ſham'd, and bluſhing Modeſty 
Is made the Scorner's Jeſt ; where Hate, Deceit, 
And deadly Ruin, wear the Maſques of Beauty, 
And draw deluded Fools with Shews of Pleaſure. 
FANE SHORE. 
Where ſhould I fly, thus helpleſs and forlorn, 
Of Friends, and all the Means of Life bereft ? 
{hens DUMONT. | 
Bellmour, whoſe friendly Care ſtill wakes to ſerve jou 
Has found you out a little peaceful Refuge, 
Far from the Court and the tumultuous City. 
Within an ancient Foreſt's ample Verge, 
There ſtands a lonely, but a healthful Dwelling, 
Built for Convenience, and the Uſe of Life : 
Around it Fallows, Meads, and Paſtures fair, 
A little Garden, and a limpid Brook, 
By Nature's own Contrivance ſeem diſpos d; 
No Neighbors, but a few poor fimple Clowne, 
Honeſt and true, with a well-meaning Prieſt : 
No Faction or domeſtie Fury's Rage, 
Did e'er diſtarb-the Quiet of that Place, 
When the contending Nobles ſhook the Land 
With Teri and Lancafter's diſputed Sway. 
| Your Virtue there may find a ſafe Retreat 
| From the inſulting Pow'rs of wicked Greatneſs. 
FANE SHORE. 
Can there be ſo much Happineſs in Store? 
A Cell like that, is all my Hopes aſpire to. 
Haſte then, and thither let us take our Flight, 
Ere the Clouds gather, and the Wintry Sky 
Deſcends in Storms to intercept our Paſſage. 
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DUMONT. 

Will you then go? Vou glad my very Soul! 
Baniſh your Fears, caſt all your Cares on me; 
Plenty, and Eaſe, and Peace of Mind ſhall wait you, 
And make your latter Days of Life moſt happy. 
Oh, Lady! but I muſt not, cannot tell you, 
How an xious J have been for all your Dangers, 
And how my Heart rejoices at your Safety. 
So when the Spring renews the flow'ry Field, 
And warns the pregnant Nightingale to build, 
She ſeeks the ſafeſt Shelter of the Wood, 
Where ſhe may truſt her little tuneful Brood; 
Where no rude Swains her ſhady Cell may know, 
No Serpents climb, nor blaſting Winds may blow ; 
Fond of the choſen Place, ſhe views it o'er, 
Sits there, and wanders thro' the Grove no more: 
Warbling ſhe charms it each returning Night, |, 
And loves it with a Mother's dear Delight. [ Excurt. 


Ame NE I. 
The COURT. 


Enter ALricia with a Paper. 


ALICTIA. 
\HIS Paper, to the great Protector's Hand, 
With Care and Secrecy muſt be convey'd; 

His bold Ambition now avows its Aim, 
To pluck the Crown from Edward's infant Brow, 
And fix it on his own. I know he holds 
My faithleſs Haftings, adverſe to his Hopes, 
And much devoted to the Orphan King; 
On that I build : This Paper meets his Doubts, 
And marks my hated Rival as the Cauſe 
Of Haſtings" Zeal for his dead Maſter's Sons. 
Oh Jealouſy ! thou Bane of pleaſing Friendſhip, 
Thou worſt Inyader of our tender Boſoms ; 
How does thy Rancor poiſon all our Softneſs ? 
And turn our gentle Natures into Bitternels ? | 
See where ſhe comes! Once my Hearr's deareſt Bleſſing 
Now my chang'd Eyes are blaſted with her Beauty, 
Loath that known Face, and ſicken to behold her. 


Enter Jang SHORE. 


 FANE SHORE. 
Now whither ſhall I fly, to find Relief? 
What charitable Hand will aid me now ? 
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Will ſtay my failing Steps, ſupport my Ruins, 
And heal my wounded Mind with balmy Comfort? 
Oh, my Alicia ! | | 
| ALICTY. 
What new Grief is this ? 
What unforeſeen Misfortune has ſurpriz'd thee, 
That racks thy tender Heart thus ? 
FANE SHORE., 
Oh! Dumont ! 
411014. 
Say ! what of him? 
| JANE SHORE. 
That friendly, honeſt Man, 
Whom Bellmour brought of late to my Aſſiſtance, 
On whoſe kind Cares, whoſe Diligence and Faith, 
My ſureſt Truſt was built, this very Morn 
Was ſeiz'd on by the cruel Hand of Pow'r, 

Forc'd from my Houſe, and borne away to Priſon. - 
. ALICIA. | 
To Priſon, ſaid you! Can you gueſs the Cauſe? 

{ ZANE SHORE. 
Too well, 1 fear. His bold defence of me, 
Has drawn the Vengeance of Lord Haſtings on him. 
0 4L 1014. 
Lord Haſtings! Ha! 
FANE SHORE. 
Some fitter Time muſt tell thee 
The Tale of my hard Hap. Upon the preſent 


Hang all my poor, my laſt remaining Hopes, 


Within this Paper is my Suit contain'd ; 
Here, as the princely G/'fer paſſes forth, 
[ wait to give it on my humble Knees, 
And move him for Redreſs. 
11 [She gives the Paper to Alicia, aubo opens 
IS and ſeems to read it. —— 
. AL ICI A, 


JANE Snook Et. 
41LIC IA. [ Afide.] 
; Now for a Wile, 
To ſting my thoughtleſs Rival to the Heart; 
To blaſt her fatal Beauties, and divide her 
For ever from my perjur d Hafting's Eyes: 
The Wanderer may then look back to me, 
And turn to his forſaken home again : 
Their Faſhions are the fame, it cannot fail. 
C Pulling out the other Paper. 
FANE SHORE, 
But ſee the great Protector comes this way, 
Attended by a Train of waiting Courtiers. 
Give me the Paper, Friend. 
ALICTA. [ Afae.] 
For Love and Vengeance! 
[ She gives her the other Pater, 
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Enter the Duke Glo's TEA, Sir RIcHAN D Ran: 
CLIFFE, Car ES BV, Courtrers, and other Attendants, 


| FANE SHORE. [ Kneeling. 
O noble GH ter, turn thy gracious Eye, 
Incline thy pitying Ear to my Complaint, 
A poor undone, forſaken, helpleſs Woman, 
Intreats a little Bread for Charity, 
To feed her Wants, and ſave her Life from periſhing. 
LOS TER. 
Ariſe, fair Dame, and dry your wat'ry Eyes. 
[ Receiving the Paper and raifing ber. 
Beſhrew me, but 'twere Pity of his Heart, 
That could refuſe a Boon to ſuch a Suit'reſs. 
Y*'have got a noble Friend to be your Advocate; 
A worthy and right gentle Lord he is, | 
And to his Truſt moſt true. This preſent now, 
Some Matters of the State detain our Leiſure ; 


Thoſe 
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JANE SHOR E. 135 

Thoſe once diſpatch'd, we'll call for you anon, 

And give your Griefs Redreſs. Go to, be comforted. 
FANE SHORE. 

Good Heav'ns repay your Highneſs for this Pity, 
And ſhow'r down Bleſſings on your princely Head. 
Come my Alicia, reach thy friendly Arm, 

And help me to ſupport that feeble Frame; 
That nodding totters with oppreſſive Woe, 
And ſinks beneath its Load. 
[ Exeunt Jane Shore and Alicia. 
GLO' — TE R. 
ow by my Holid 
Heavy of Heart ſhe ſeems, and ſore iced, 
But thus it is when rude Calamity 
Lays its ſtrong Gripe upon theſe mincing Minions ; 
The dainty gew-gaw Forms diſſolve at once, 
And ſhiver at the Shock. What ſays her Paper? 
| | [Seeming to read. 
Ha! What is this? Come nearer Ratcliffe, Catesby ! 
Mark the Contents, and then divine the Meaning : 


{ He reads, ] 


Wonder not, princely G ger, at the Notice 
This Paper brings you from a Friend unknown ; 
Lord Haſtings is inclin'd to call you Maſter, 
And kneel to Richard, as to England's King ; 
But Shore's bewitching Wife miſleads his Heart, 
And draws his Service to King Edward's Sons : 
Drive her away, you break the Charm that holds him, 
And he, and all his Pow'rs attend on you. 
 RATCLIFFE, 
'Tis wonderful ! 
CATESBY. 
The Means by which it came, 


GLO'STER. 
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6 LOS TER. 
Tou ſaw it giv'n but now. 
. "RATCLIFFE. 
re not know the Purport. 
6 LOS TER. 
She knows it not, — 7" gay 
Should ſhe preſume to prate of ſuch high Matters, 
The meddling Harlot ! dear ſhe ſhould abide it. 
.CATESBY. 
What Hand dhe er it comes from, be aſſur d, 
It means your Highneſs well —— 
|  GLO'STER. 
Upon the Inſtant, 
Lord Haſtings will be here; this Morn I mean 
To prove him to the Quick ; then if he flinch, 
No more but this, away with him at once, 
He muit be mine or nothing — But he comes ! 
r eee 
[They wwhijher. 
Euter Lud HasTINGS. 


HASTINGS. 
This fooliſh Woman hangs about my Heart, 
Lingers and wanders in my Fancy ſtill ; 
This Coyneſs is put on, tis Art and Cunning, 
And worn to urge Deſire — I muſt poſſeſs her; 
The Groom, who lift his ſaucy Hand againſt me, 
Ere this, is humbled, and repents his dar ing. 
Perhaps ev'n ſhe may profit by th' Example, 
And teach her Beauty not to ſcorn my Pow'r. 
GLO'STER. 
This do, and wait me ere the Council fits. 
[Exeunt Ratcliffe and Catesby. 


my Lord, you're well encounter'd ; here na; been, 5. 
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A fair Petitioner this Morning with us; 
Belicye me ſhe has won me much to pity her: 
Alas! her gentle Nature was not made 
To buffet with Adverfity. I told her, 
How worthily her Cauſe you had befriended ; 
How much for your good ſake we meant to do, 
That you had ſpoke, and all things ſhould be well. 
| HASTINGS. 
Your Highneſs binds me ever to your Service. 
GLO'STER. 
You know your Friendſhip is moſt potent with us, 
And ſhares our Power. But of this enough, 
For we have other Matters for your Ear: 
The State is out of Tune; diſtracting Fears, 
And jealous Doubts jar in our public Councils ; 
Amidſt the wealthy City, Murmurs riſe, 
Leud Railings, and Reproach, on thoſe that rule, 
With open Scorn of Government; hence Credit, 
And public Truſt *twixt Man and Man are broke. 
The golden Streams of Commerce are withheld, 
Which fed the Wants of needy Hinds, and Artizans, 
Who therefore curſe the Great, and threat Rebellion. 
HASTINGS. 
The reſly Knaves are over-run with Eaſe, 
As Plenty ever is the Nutſe of Faction: 
If in good Days, like theſe, the headſtrong Herd 
Grow madly wanton and repine ; it is 
Becauſe the Reins of Power are held too ſlack, 
And reverend Authority of late 
Has worn a Face of Mercy more than Juſtice. 
GLO'STER. 
Beſhrew my Heart! but you have well divin'd 
The Source of theſe Diſorders. Who can wonder 
If Riot and Miſ-rule o'erturn the Realm, 


Plainly 
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Plainly to ſpeak; hence comes the gen ral Cry, 
And Sum of all Complaint : *Twill ne'er be well 


With England (thus they talk) while Children govern, 


HASTINGS. 
"Tis true the King is young; but what of that? 
We feel no want of Edward's riper Years, 
While Gl'fer's Valor, and moiſt princely Wiſdom, 
So well ſupply our infant Sov'reign's Place, | 
His Youth's Support, and Guardian of his Throne. 
GLO'STER. 


The Council (much I'm bound to thank em for- 


Have plac'd a pageant Sceptre in my Hand, 
Barren of Pow'r, and ſubject to controul ; 
Scorn'd by my Foes, and uſeleſs to my Friends. 
Oh, worthy Lord! were mine the Rule indeed, 
I think, I ſhould not ſuffer rank Offence | 
At large to lord it in the Common-weal ; 
Nor wou'd the Realm be rent by Diſcord thus, 
Thus fear and doubt betwixt diſputed Titles. 
HASTINGS. 
Of rhis J am to learn; as not ſuppoſing. 
A Doubt like this — | 
_T WLO'FzTER. 
Ay, marry, but there i- 


And that of much Concern, Have you not heard 


How on a late Occafion, Doctor Shaw 

Has mov'd the People much about the Lawfulneſs 
Of Edward's Iſſue? by right grave Authority 

Of Learning and Religion, plainly proving, 

A baſtard Scion never ſhould be grafted 

Upon a royal Stock ; from thence, at full 
Diſcourſing on my Brother's former Contract 


To Lady Elizabeth Lucy, long before 
His jolly Match with that ſame buxom Widow 


The Queen he left behind him 


HASTINGS 
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HASTINGS, 
III befall 
Such medling Prieſts, who kindle up Confuſion, 
And vex the quiet World with their vain Scruples; 
By Heav'n 'tis done in perfect Spite to Peace. 
Did not the King, 
Our royal Maſter Edvard, in Concurrence 
With his Eſtates aſſembled, well determine 
What Courſe the ſov'reigu Rule ſhould take hence 
forward ? 
\ When ſhall the deadly Hate of Faction ceaſe, 
When ſhall our long divided Land have Reſt, 
If every peeviſh, moody Malecontent 
dhall ſet the ſenſeleſs Rabble in an Uproar ? 
Fright them with Dangers, and perplex their Brains, 
Each Day with ſome fantaſtic giddy Change ? 
GLO'STER, | 
What if ſome Patriot for the public Good, 
Should vary from your Scheme, new-mould the State? 
HASTINGS, 
Curſe on the innovating Hand attempts it ? | 
Remember him, the Villain, righteous Heav'n | 
In thy great Day of Vengeance: Blaſt the Traitor 
And his pernicious Counſels; who for Wealth, 
For Pow'r, the Pride of Greatneſs, or Revenge, 
Would plunge his native Land in Civil Wars. 
GLO'STER. 
You go too far, my Lord. 
HASTINGS. 
Your Highneſs' Pardon — 
Have we ſo ſoon forgot thoſe Days of Rum, 
When York and Lancaſter drew forth the Battles; 
When, like a Matron, butcher'd by her Sons, 
And caſt beſide ſome common way ad 
Of Horror and Affright to Paſſers by, 
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Our groaning Country bled at ev'ry Vein; 
When Murders, Rapes, and Maſlacres prevail'd ; 
When Churches, Palaces, and Cities blaz'd ; 
When Inſolence and Barbariſm triumph'd, 
And ſwept away Diſtinction; Peaſants trod 
Upon the Necks of Nobles ; Low were laid 
The reverend Crofier, and the holy Mitre, 
And Deſolation cover'd all the Land ; | 
Who can remember this, and not, like me, 
_Here vow to ſheath a Dagger in his Heart, 
Whoſe damn'd Ambition would renew thoſe Horrors, 
And ſet, once more, that Scene of Blood before us? 
GLO'STER. 

How now! ſo hot! 

| HASTINGS. 

So brave, and fo reſolv'd. 
GLO'STER. 

Is then our Friendſhip of ſo little moment, 

That you could arm your Hand againſt my Life? 
HASTINGS. 

I hope your Highneſs does not think I meant it, 
No, Heav'n forbid that e er your princely Perſon , 
Should come within the Scope of my Reſentment, 

GLO'STER. 
Oh noble Haſtings! Nay, I muſt embrace you ; 
[ Embraces hin. 

By holy Paul! you" re a right honeſt Man; 

The Time is full of Danger and Diſtruſt, 

And warns us to be wary. Hold me not 
Joo apt for Jealouſy and light Surmiſe, 

If when I meant to lodge you next my Heart, 

I put your Truth to trial. Keep your Loyalty, 

And live your King and Country's beſt Support: 

For me, I ask no more than Honor gives, 

To think me yours, and rank me with your Friends. 
10 HASTIN GS 
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HASTINGS. 
Accept what Thanks a grateful Heart ſhould pay. 
Oh! princely Glier judge me not ungentle, 
Of Manners rude, and inſolent of Speech, 
If when the public Safety is in queſtion, 
My Zeal flows warm and eager from my Tongue. 
GLO'STER. 
Enough of this: To deal in wordy Compliment 
Is mach againſt the Plainneſs of my Nature ; 
I judge you by myſelf, a clear true Spirit, 
And, as ſuch, once more join you to my Boſom ; 


Farewel, and be my Friend. [Exit Gloſter. 


HASTINGS. 

I am not read, 
Nor skill'd and praftis'd in the Arts of Greatneſs, 
To kindle thus, and give a ſcope to Paſſion. 
The Duke is ſurely noble ; but he touch'd me 
Ev'n on the tend'reſt Point; the Maſter-ſtring 
That makes moſt Harmony or Diſcord to me. 
[ own the glorious Subject fires my Breaſt, 
And my Soul's darling Paſſion ſtands confeſt ; 
Beyond or Love's or Friendſhip's ſacred Band, 
Beyond myſelf I prize my native Land: 
On this Foundation would I build my Fame, 
And emulate the Greet and Roman Name; 
Think England's Peace bought cheaply with my Blood, 


And die with pleaſure for my Country's Good. [ Exzt. 
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SCENE continues. 


Enter Duke of Gro'srrn, RaTCLilyFe, and 
CarTzsByY. 


G LOS TER. 
"HIS was the Sum of all; that he would brook 


No Alteration in the preſent State. 
Marry! at laſt, the teſty Gentleman 
Was almoſt mov?d to bid us bold Defiance; 
But there I dropt the Argument, and changing 
The firſt Deſign and Purport of my Speech, 
I prais'd his good Affection to young Edward, 
And left him to believe my Thoughts like his. 
Proceed we then in this fore-mention'd Matter, 
As nothing bound or truſting to his Friendſhip. 
| RATCLIFFE. | 

Ill does it thus befall. I cou'd have wiſt'd 
This Lord had ſtood with us. His Friend's are wealthy, 
, Thereto, his own Poſſeſſions large and mighty; 
The Vaſſals and Dependants on his Pow'r 
Firm in Adherence, ready, bold and many ; 
His Name had been of Vantage to your Highneſs, 
And ſtood our preſent Purpoſe much in ſtead. 
| GLO'STER. 

This wayward and perverſe declining from us, 
Has warranted at full the friendly Notice, cd 

| ic 
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Which we this Morn receiv'd. I hold it certain, 
This puling whining Harlot rules his Reaſon, 
And prompts his Zeal for Edward's baſtard Brood. 
" CATESBY. | 
If ſhe have ſuch Dominion o'er his Heart, 
And turn it at her Will, you rule her Fate; 
And ſhould by Inference and apt Deduction, 
ge Arbiter of his. Is not her Bread 
The very Means immediate to her Being, 
The Bounty of your Hand > Why does ſhe live, 
If not to yield Obedience to your Pleaſure, 
d To ſpeak, to act, to think as you command? 
RATCLIFFE. ö 
Let her inſtruct her Tongue to bear your Meſſage; 
Teach every Grace to ſmile in your Behalf, 
And her deluding Eyes to gloat for you; 
His ductile Reaſon will be wound about, 
he led and turn'd again, ſay and unſay, | 
Receive the Yoke, and yield exact Obedience. 
GLO'STER. 
Your Counſel likes me well, it ſhall be follow'd; 
the waits without, attending on her Suit. 
Go, call her in, and leave us here alone. 
[ Exeunt Ratclifte and Catesby. 
How poor a thing is he, how worthy Scorn, 
Who leaves the Guidance of imperial Manhood 
To ſuch a paltry piece of Stuff as this is! 
„A Moppet made of Prettineſs and Pride; 
That oftner does her giddy Fancies change, 
Than glitt'ring Dew-drops in the Sun do Colors, 
Now ſhame upon it! Was our Reaſon given 
For ſuch a Uſe! To be thus puff d about 
like a dry Leaf, an idle Straw, a Feather, 
The Sport of ev'ry whiffling Blaſt that blows? 
threw my Heart, but it is wond'rous ſtrange ; 


Sure 
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Sure there is ſomething more than Witchcraſt in them, 
That maſters ev'n the wiſeſt of us all. 


Enter JANE SHoms. 


Oh! you are come moſt fitly. We have ponder'd 
On this your Grievance : And tho' ſome there are, 
Nay, and thoſe Great Ones too, who wou'd enforce 
The Rigor of our Power to afflit you, 
And bear a heavy hand, yet fear not you, 
We've ta'en you to our Favor; our Protection 
Shall ſtand between, and ſhield you from Miſhap. 
FANE SHORE. 

The Bleflings of a Heart with Anguiſh broken, 
And reſcu'd from Deſpair, attend your Highneſs, 
Alas! my gracious Lord! what have I done 
To kindle ſuch relentleſs Wrath againſt me? 

If in the Days of all my paſt Offences, 

When moſt my Heart was lifted with Delight, 

If I withheld my Morſel from the Hungry, 

Forgot the Widow's Want, and Orphan's Cry ; 

If I have known a Good I have not ſhar'd, * 

Nor call'd the Poor to take his Portion with me, 
Let my worſt Enemies ſtand forth, and now 

Deny the Succor, which I gave not then. | 

6 LOS TER. 
Marry there are, tho' I believe them not, 

Who ſay you meddle in Affairs of State: 

That you preſume to prattle, like a Buſy-Body, 
Give your Advice, and teach the Lords o th' Council 
What fits the Order of the Common-weal. A 

JANE SAORE. 
Oh that the buſy World, it leaſt in this, 

Would take Example from a Vretch like me! To 
None then would waſte their Hi urs in foreign Thoughts, ¶ And 
Forget themſelves, and what concerns their Peace, 1 * 
. 6 
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To tread the Mazes of fantaſtic Falſhood, 
To haunt her idle Sounds, and flying Tales, 
Thro' all the giddy noify Courts of Rumor ; 
Malicious Slander never wou'd have leiſure 
To ſearch with prying Eyes for Faults abroad, 
If all, like me, conſider d their own Hearts, 
And yepe the Sorrows which they found at home. | 
GLO'STER. | | 
Go to! I know your Pow'r, and tho' 1 1 
To ev'ry Breath of Fame, I'm not to learn | 
That Haſtings is profeſs'd your loving Vaſlal, 
But fair befall your Beauty : uſe it wiſely, 
And it may ſtand your Fortunes much in ſtead ; 
Give back your forfeit Land with large Increaſe, 
And place you high in Safety and in Honor : 
Nay, I could point a Way, the which purſuing, 
You ſhall not only bring yourſelf Advantage, 
But give the Realm much worthy Cauſe to thank you. 
FANE SHORE. 6 
Oh! where or how ?— Can my unworthy Hand _ | 
Become an Inſtrument of Good to any ? 
Inſtruct your lowly Slave, and let me fly 
To yield Obedience to your dread Command. 
'GLO'STER. | 1 
Why, that's well fald Thus then Obſerve me well, | 
The State, for many high and potent Reaſons, _ 
Deeming my Brother Edward's Sons unfit | 
For the imperial Weight of England's Crown —— [| 
FANE SHORE. 3 
Alas! for Pity. | [Afide. 
F GLO'STER. 
Therefore have refoly'd 
To ſet afide their unavailing Infancy, 
And veſt the ſov'reign Rule in abler Hands. 
This, tho' of great Importance to the Public, 
Vo III. H N 5 
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Haſtings, for very Peeviſſmeſs and Spleen, 
Does ſtubbornly oppote. 
iv SHORE. 
Does he ! does Haſtings ! 
 GLO'STER. | 


Ay, Haſtings. 

FANE SHORE. 

Reward him for the noble Deed, juſt Heavens : 
For this one Action, guard him and diſtinguiſh him 
With ſignal Mercies, and with great Deliv'rance, 
Save him from Wrong, Adverſity and Shame, 
Let never-fading Honors flouriſh round him, 

And confecrate his Name ev'n to Time's end: 

Let him know nothing elſe but Good on Earth, 

And everlaſting Bleſſedneſs hereafter. 
GLO'STER. 


FANE SHORE. 

The poor forſaken, royal little Ones ! 
Shall they be left a Prey to ſavage Power? 
Can they lift up their harmleſs Hands in vain, 
Or cry to Heaven for Help, and not be heard ? 
Impoſſible 10 gallant generous Haſtings, 
Go on, purſue! Aſſert the ſacred Cauſe: 
Stand forth, thou Proxy of all-ruling Providence, 
And fave the friendleſs Infants from Oppreflion. 
Saints ſhall aſſiſt thee with prevailing Prayers, 
And warring Angels combate on thy fide. 

1 GLO'STER. 

Youre paſſing rich in this ſame heav'nly Speech, 
And ſpend it at your pleaſure. Nay, but mark me! 
My Favor is not bought with Words like theſe. 
Go n your Tongue another Tale. 
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How now ! 
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JANE SHORE. 

No, tho' the noyal Eduard has undone me, 
He was my King, my gracious Maſter ſtill; 
He lov'd me too, tho? 'twas a guilty Flame, 
And fatal to wy Peace, yet ſtill beloy'd me; 
With Fondneſs, and with Tenderneſs he doated, 
Dwelt in my Eyes, and liv'd but in my Smiles. 
And can I——Oh my Heart abhors the Thought ; 
Stand by, and fee his Children robb'd of Right? 

- GLO'STER, 

Dare not, ev'n for thy Soul, to thwart me further; 
None of your Arts, your Feigning, and your Foolery, 
Your dainty ſqueamiſh Coying it to me. 

Go——to your Lord, your Paramour, be gone; 

Liſp in his Ear, hang wanton an his Neck, 

And play your Monkey Gambols o'er to him : 

You know my Purpoſe, Took that you purſue it, 

And make him yield Obedience to my Will: 

Do it —- or woe upon thy Harlot's Head. 
FANE SHORE. 

Oh that my Tongue had ev'ry Grace of Speech. 
Great and commanding as the Breath of Kings, 
| Sweet as the Poets Numbers, and prevailing 

As ſoft Perſuaſion to a Love-ſick Maid, 

That I had Art and Eloquence divine, 

To pay my Duty to my Mafter*s Aſhes, 

And plead till Death the Cauſe of injur'd Innocence! i 
GLOSTER. 

Ha! doſt thou brave me, Minion ! doſt thou know 
How vile, how very a Wreich, myPow'r can make thee? 
That J can let looſe Fear, Diſtreſs and Famine, 

To hunt thy Heels, like!tiell-hounds, thro' the World; 
That I can place-thee in ſuch abjet State, 

As Help ſhall never find thee; where repining, 
ET EEE | 


Groan 
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Groan to the pitileſs Winds without Return, 
Howl like — midnight Wolf amidſt the Deſart, 
And curſe thy Life in Bitterneſs of Miſery? 
FANE SHORE. 

Let me be branded for the public Scorn, 
Turn'd forth, and driv'n to wander like a Vagabond, 
Be friendleſs and forſaken, ſeek my Bread 
Upon the barren Wild, and deſolate Waſte, 
Feed on my Sighs, and drink my falling Tears; 
Ere I conſent to teach my Lips Injuſtice, | 
Or wrong the Orphan who has none to ſave him. 

GCLOS'TER. 

"Tis well— we'll try the Temper of your Heart, 

What hoa! Who waits without ? 


Enter RAT ILIE, Cates BY, and Attendants. 


RATCLIFFE. 
Your Highneſs Pleaſure — 
 GLO'STER. 
Go ſome of you, and turn this Strumpet forth ; 
Spurn her into the Street, there let her periſh, 
And rot upon a Dunghil, Thro' the City 
See it proclaim'd, That none on pain of Death, 
Preſume to give her Comfort, Food, or Harbor ; 
Who miniſters the ſmalleſt Comfort, dies. 
Her Houſe, her coſtly Furniture and Wealth, 
'The Purchaſe of her looſe luxurious Life, 
We ſeize on, for the Profit of the State. 
Away! be gone! | 
FANE SHORS. . 

O thou moſt righteous Judge 
Humbly, behold, I bow myſelf to thee, . 
er e ee In. 
No longer then my ripe Offences ſpare, 
But what I merit, let me learn to bear. wy 


Yet 
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vet ſince tis all my Wretchedneſs can give, 
For my paſt Crimes my forfeit Life receive; 
No Pity for my Suff rings here I crave, 
And only hope Forgiveneſs in the Grave. 
[Exit Jane Shore, guarded by Catesby and others. 
GLO'STER. 
So much for this. Your Project's at an end: 
| To Ratcliffe, 
This idle Toy, this Hilding ſcorns my Power, 
And ſets us all at nought. See that a Guard 
Be ready at my Call. 
RATCLIFFE. 
The Council waits 
Upon your Highneſs' Leiſure. 
GLO'STER. 
Bid 'em enter. 


Enter the Duke of Bucx1NCHan, Earlof Dany, 
Biſbop of E uy, Lord HasTINGs and others, as to 
the Council. The Duke of GlLo'sTER takes his 
Place at the upper end, then the reſt ſit. 


DERBY. 

In happy time are we aſſembled here, 
To point the Day, and fix the ſolemn Pomp, 
For placing Eng/and's Crown with all due Rites, 
Upon our Sov'reign Egward's youthful Brow. 

HASTINGS. 

Some buſy meddling Knaves, *tis ſaid there are, 
As ſich will ſtill be prating, who preſume 
| To carp and cavil at his royal Right; 
Therefore I hold it fitting, with the ſooneſt 
T' appoint the Order of the Coronation ; 
So to approve our Duty to the King, 
And ſtay the Babbling of ſuch vain Gainſayers. 


H 3 DERBY. 
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50 JAS Aux. 
DERBY. 
We all attend to know your Highneſs Pleaſure, 


[To Glo'fer. 


GLO'STFR. 
My Lords A Set of worthy Men you are, 
Prudent and juft, and eareful for the State: 
Therefore t6 your moft grave Determination, 
I yield myfelf in all things; and demand 
What Puniſent your Wiſdom fhall think meet 
T' inflit upon thoſe damnable Contrivers, 
Who ſhall with Potions, Charms, and witching Drugs, 
Practiſe againſt our Perſon and our Life. 
HASTINGS. 
So much I hold the King your Highneſ. Debtor, 
So precious are you to the Common-weal, 
That I preſume, not only for myſelf, 
But in behalf of theſe my noble Brothers, 
To ſay, whee'er they be, they merit Death. 
| GLO'STER. 
Then judge your ſolves, convince your Eyes of Truth, 
Behold my Arm thus blaſted; dry and wither'd, 
{ Pulling np his Siteve. 
Shrunk like a foul Abortion, and decay d. 
Like ſome untimely Product of the Seafons, 
Robb'd of its Properties of Strength and Office, 
This is the Sorcery of Eauard's Wife, 
Who in conjunction with that Harlot Shore, 
And other like confed' rate midnight Hags, 
By force of potent Spells, of bloody Characters, 
And Conjurations horrible to hear, 
Call Fiends and Spectres from the yawning Deep, 
And ſet the Miniſters of Hell at work, 
To torture and deſpoil me of my Life 


& HASTINGS. 
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8 HASTINGS. | 
If they have done this Deed ——- 

| GLO'STER. 

If they have done it 

Talk'ſt thou to me of If's, audacious Traitor! 

Thou art that Strumpet Witch's chief Abettor, 

The Patron and Comptroller of her Mifchiefs, 

And join'd in this Contrivance for my Death. 

Nay, ſtart not, Lords, What ho! a Guard there, Sirs? 


Enter a Guard. 


Lord Haſtings, J arreſt thee of High-Treaſon, 

Seize him, and bear him inſtantly away, 

He ſha' not live an Hour, By holy Paul! 

I will not dine before his Head be brought me: 
Ratcliffe, ſtay you, and ſee that it be done. 

| The reſt that love me, riſe and follow me. 

[Exeunt Glo'ſter, and Lords following. 


Marzent Lord Haſtings, Ratcliffe, and Guard. 


What! and no more but this how, to the Scaffold ! 
Oh gentle Razcliffe! tell me, do 1 hold thee? 
Orif I dream, what ſhall.I do to wake, 
To break, to ſtruggle thro? this dread Confuſion ? 
For ſurely Death itſelf is not ſo painful 
As is this ſudden Horror and Surprize. 
XATCLIFII. 0 
You heard, the Duke's Commands ta me were ab- 
ſolute, 
Therefore my Lord, addreſs you to your Shrift, 
With all good Speed you may. Summon your Courage, 
And be yourſelf; for you mult die this Inſtant. 


H 4 HASTINGS. 
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HASTINGS. 

Yes, Ratcliffe, I will take thy friendly Council, 
And die as a Man ſhould ; tis ſomewhat hard 
To call my ſcatter'd Spirits home at once: 
But fince what muſt be, muſt be —let Neceſſit/ 
Supply the Place of Time and Preparation, 

And arm me for the Blow. *Tis but to die, 
'Tis but to venture on that common hazard 
Which many a time in Battle I have run; 
"Tis but to do, what, at that very Moment, 
In many Nations of the peopled Earth, 

A thouſand and a thouſand ſhall do with me; 
Tis but to cloſe my Eyes, and ſhut out Day-light, 
To view no more the wicked Ways of Men, 
No longer to behold the Tyrant Ger, 
And be a weeping Witneſs of the Woes, 

The Deſolation, Slaughter and Calamities, 
Which he ſhall bring on this unhappy Land: 


Enter ALICI1A. 


4LICIA. 

Stand off! and let me paſ 1 will, I muſt, 
Catch him once more in theſe deſpairing Arms, 
And hold him to my Heart —Oh Haſtings, Haſtings! 

- HASTINGS. 

Alas! Why com'ſt thou at this dreadful Moment 
To fill me with new Terrors, new /-— RY 
To turn me wild with thy diſtemper'd Rage, 

And ſhock the Peace of my departing * 


Away! I prithee leave me ! 
K 11 


Stop a Minute.— 
Till my full Griefs find Paſiage.—Oh the Tyrant! 
Perdition fall on G/-'/fer's Head and mine. 


HASTINGS. 
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HASTINGS. 8 

What means thy frantic Grief? 

ALICIA. | 

I cannot ſpeak —— 

But I have murder'd thee — Oh I could tell thee ! 
HASTINGS. 

Speak and give eaſe to thy confliting Paſſions ; 
Be quick, nor keep me longer in Suſpenſe, 

Time preſſes, and a thouſand crowding Thoughts 

Break in at once; this way and that they ſnatch, 

They tear my hurry'd Soul: All claim Attention, 

And yet not one is heard. Oh ſpeak and leave me, 

For I have Buſineſs would employ an Age, 

And but a Minute's time to get it done in. 
ALICTIA. 

That, that's my Grief—'tis I that urge thee on, 
Thus hunt thee to the Toil, ſweep thee from Earth, 
And drive thee down this Precipice of Fate. . 

HASTINGS. 

Thy Reaſon is grown wild. Could thy weak Hand: 

Bring on this mighty Ruin? If it could, 

What have I done ſo grievous to thy Soul, 

So deadly, ſo beyond the reach of Pardon, 

That nothing but my Life can make Atonement? 
| bar rats 

| Thy eruel Scorn had ſtung me to the Heart, 
And ſet my burning Boſom all in Flames: 

Raving and mad I flew to my Revenge, 

Ard writ F know not what —— told the Protector, 
That Shore's deteſted Wife by Wiles had won thee,. 
To plot againſt his Greatneſs — He believ'd- it, 

(Oh dire Event of my pernicious Council) 
And while I meant Deſtruction on her Head, 
H has turn'd it all on thine; ' 

HASTINGS. | 

| Accurſed Jealouſy : 

1 0 


Now unk] und tremblic at Heav'n's juſt Awa 
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O mercileſs, wild and unforgiving Fiend ! 
Blindfold it runs to undiftinguiſh's Miſchief, 
And murders all it meets. Curſt be its Rage, 
For there is none ſo deadly; doubly curs'd 
Be all thoſe eaſy Fools who give it harbor : 
Who turn a Monſter looſe among Mankind, 
Fiercer than Famine, War or ſpotted Peftilence ; 
Baneful as Death, and horrible as Hell. 
411014. 
If thou wilt curſe, curſe rather thine own Falſlood; 
Curſe the leud Maxims of thy perjur'd Sex, | 
Which taught thee firſt to laugh at Faith and Jullice, 
To ſcorn the felemn Sanctity of Oaths, 
And make a Jeſt of a poor Woman's Ruin : 
Curſe thy proud Heart, and thy inſulting Tongue, 
That rais d this fatal Fury in my Soul, 
And urg'd my Vengeance to undo us both, 
HASTINGS. 
Oh thou inkumant turn thy Eyes away, 
And blaſt me not with their deſtructive Beams: 
Why ſhould I curſe thee with my dying Breath? 
Be gone! and let me ſigh it out in peace, 
e eee 
Can'ſt thou Oh cruel Haſtings, leave me thus! 
Hear me, I beg thee ] conjure thee, hear me 
While with an agotiizing Heart, I ſwear, 
By all the Pangs I feel,” by all the Sorrows 
The Terrors and Deſpair thy Loſs ſhall give me, 
My Hate was on my Rival bent alone. 
Oh! had I once divin'd, falfe as thou art, 
A Danger to thy Life, 1 would have dy'd, 
I would have met it for tlice, and made bare 
My ready faithful Breaſt to fave thee from it. 
HASTINGS. 


rd, 
Whik 
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While thy inſatiate Wrath and fell 

Purſu'd the Innocence which never — 
Pehold ! the Miſchief falls on thee and me; 
Remorſe and Heavineſs of Heart ſhall wait thee, 
And everlaſting Anguiſh be thy Portian : 

For me, the Snares of Death are wound about me, 
And now, in one poor Moment, I am gone. S 
Ok! if thou haſt one tender Thought remaining, 
Fly to thy Cloſet, fall upon thy Knees, 
And recommend my parting Seal to Mercy. 
ALICTIA. 

Oh! yet before I go for ever from thee, | 1 
Turn thee in Gentleneſs and Pity to me, [Mrling 1 
And in compaſſion of my ſtrong Affliction, * 
day, is it poſſible you can forgive 
The fatal Raſhneſs of ungovern'd Love ? 

For oh! 'tis certain, if I had not lov'd thee, 
Beyond my Peace, my Reafon, Fame-and Life, 
Defir'd to Death, and doated to Diſtraction, 
This Day of Horror never ſhould have known ut 
- HASTINGS. l 
Oh! riſe, and let me huſh thy ſtormy Sorrows, 
L bur. 
Aſſuage thy Tears, for I will chide no more,. 
No more upbraid thee, thou unhappy Fair One. -. - 
{ ſce the Hand of . Heav'n.is arm'd againſt me, 
And, in myſterious Providence, decrees | 
To puniſh me by thy miſtaking Hand. 
Moſt righteous Doom ! for, Oh! while I behold thee. 
Thy Wrongs rife up in terrible Array, 
And charge thy Ruin on me; thy fair Fame, 
Thy ſpotleſs Beauty, Innocence, and Youth,. 
Diſhonor'd, blaſted and betray'd by me. 
| ALICITH.. | 
And does thy Heart relent for my undoing ? 


— — 
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Oh! that inhuman G/'fter could be moy'd, 
OE nas |: 
HASTINGS. 
Here then « we mutually Forgiveneſs, 


So may the Guilt of all my broken Vows, 


My Perjuries to thee be all forgotten, 
As here my Soul acquits thee of my Death, - 
As here I part without one angry Thought, 
As here I leave thee with the ſofteſt Tenderneſs, 
Mourning the Chance of our diſaſtrous Loves, 
And begging Heav'n to bleſs and to ſupport thee. 
RATCLIFFE. | 
My Lord, diſpatch ; the Duke has ſent to chide me 
For loit' ring in my Duty. 
HASTINGS. 
I obey. 
 ALICTITA. 
Inſatiate, favage Monſter! Is a Moment 


$0 tedious to thy Malice? Oh! repay him, 


Thou great Avenger, give him Blood for Blood: 
Guilt haunt him! Fjends purſue him ! Lightning blaſt him 
Some horrid, curſed kind of Death o'ertake him, 
Sudden, and in the Fulneſs of his Sins! 
That he may know how terrible it iss, 
'To want that Moment he denies thee now. 
_ JJHASTINGS. | 
"Tis all in vain, this Rage that tears thy Boſom ; 


Like a poor Bird that flutters in its Cage, 


Thou beats thyſelf to Death. Retire I beg thee; 

To ſee thee thus, thou know ſt not how it wounds me, 
Thy Agonies are added to my own, 

And make the Burden more than I can bear. 
Farewel——Gaod Angels viſit thy Afflictions, 

And bring thee Peace and Comfort from above. 


ALICTA 


JANE SHORE, 


4 L104. 
Oh! ſtab me to the Heart, ſome pitying Hand, 
Now ſtrike me dead 

HASTINGS. 
One thing I had forgot 
I charge thee by our preſent common Miſeries, : 
By our paſt Loves, if yet they have a Name, 
By all thy Hopes of Peace here and hereafter, 
Let not the Rancor of thy Hate purſue 
The Innocence of thy unhappy Friend: Ther, 
Thou know ſt who ' tis I mean; Oh! ſhould'ſt thou wrong 
Juſt Heav'n ſhall double all thy Woes upon thee, 
And make em know no End — Remember this 
As the laſt Warning of a dying Man: 
Farewel for ever! [ The Guards carry Haſtings 1 
\ ADLLCIAL 1 
For ever? Oh! for ever! 

Oh! who can bear to be a Wretch for ever! 
My Rival too! His laſt Thoughts hung on her: 
And, as he parted, left a Blefling for her, 
Shall ſhe be bleſt, and I be curſt, for ever! 
No; ſince her fatal Beauty was the Cauſe . 
Of all my Suff' ring, let her ſhare my Pains : 
Let her, like me, of ev'ry Joy forlorn, 
Devote the Hour when ſuch a Wretch was bora : 
Like me to Deſarts and to Darkneſs run, 
Abhor the Day, and curſe the golden Sun; 
Caſt ev'ry Good, and ev'ry Hope behind; 
Deteſt the Works of Nature, loath Mankind : 
| Like me, with Cries diſtracted fill the Air; 
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Tear her poor Boſom, rend her frantic Hair ; 
nd prove the Torments of the laſt Deſpair. [Zxit. I 


ACT 


ACT v. SCENE 1. 
th STREET 


Emer ds hy axd Dunonr w SHORA, 


| F SHQOQR F. 
OU ſaw her then? 
BELLMOUR. 
I met her as returning 

In ſolemn Penance ſrom the public Crok,: 
Before her, certain raſcal Officers, 
Slaves in Authority, the Enaves of Jaftice, 
Proclaim'd the Tyrant Gh'fler's cruel Orders. 
On either fide her march'd an ill-look'd Prieſt, 
Who with ſevere, with horrid haggard Eyes, 
Did ever and anon by turns upbraid her, 
And thunder in her trembling Ear Damnation. 
Around her, numberleſs the Rabble flow d, 
Shouldring each other, crowding for a View, 
Gaping and gazing, taunting and reviling ; 
Some pitymg, but thoſe, alas! how few 
The moſt, ſuch iron Hearts we are, and ſuch 
The baſe Barbarity of human Kind, 


With Inſolence and teud Reproach purſu'd her, 
Hooting and railing, and with villainous Hands 


Gath'ring the Filth from out the common Ways, 
To hurl upon her Head. 


= f > lod Ky 41.2. 


SHORE 
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SHORE. 
dive anu  Inbuman Dogs! 
| [ow did ſhe bear th 
B£&LLMOUR. 
With the gentleſt Patience, 
Zubmiſſive, ſad, and lowly was her Look; 
A burning Taper in her Hand the bore, 
And on her Shoulders carelefly confus'd 
With looſe Neglect her lovely Treſſes hung; 
Upon her Cheek a fainting Flath was ſpread, 
| Feeble ſhe ſeem'd, and ſorely ſmit with Pain, 
While bare-foot as the trod the flinty Pavement, 
Her Footſteps all along were mark'd with Blood. 
Yet filent till ſhe paſs'd and. unrepming ; 
Her ſtreaming Eyes bent ever on the Earth, 
Except. when in ſome bitter Pang of Sorrow, 
To Heav'n ſhe ſeem'd in fervent Zeal to raiſe them, 
And beg that Mercy Man deny d her here. 
SHORE, 
When was this piteous Sight ? 
* BELLMOUR. 
Theſe laſt two Days. 
„„ 
Io find the happy Means of your Deliv'rance, 
Which but for Ha/tings' Death I had not gain d. 
During that Time, altho' I have not ſeen her, 
Yet divers truſty Meſſengers I've ſent, 
| To wait about, and watch a fit Convenience 
To give her ſome Relief; but all in vain: 
A churliſh Guard attends upon her Steps, 
Who menace thoſe with Death that bring ber Comfore, 
And drive all Saecor from her. 
| $HORE. 
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Let 'em threaten; 
Let proud Oppreſlan prove in ek Malice; 


* 
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So Heav'n befriend my Soul, as here I vow .. 
To give her Help, 'and ſhare one Fortune with ber. 


BELLMOUR. 
Mean you to ſee her, thus, in your own Form? 
| SHORE. 
I do, | | 
BELLMO UR. 
And have you thought upon the me 
SHORE. | 
What is there I ſhould fear ? 
 'BELLMOUR. 


Have you nas 
Into your inmoſt Heart, and try'd at leiſure 
The ſever al ſecret Springs that move the Paflions ? 
Has Mercy fix'd her Empire there ſo ſure, 
That Wrath and Vengeance never may return? 
Can you reſume a Husband's Name, and bid 
That wakeful Dragon, fierce Reſentment, ſleep ? 
| SHORE. 

Why doſt thou ſearch ſo deep, and urge my Memory 
To conjure up my Wrongs to Life again? 
J have long labor'd to forget myſelf, 
To think on all Time, backward, like a Space, 
Idle and void, where nothing e er had Being; 
But thou haſt peopled it again; Revenge 
And Jealouſy renew their horrid Forms, 
Shoot all their Fires, and drive me to. Diſtraction. 

 BELLMOUR. 

Far be the thought from me ! my Care was only 
To arm you for the Meeting: Better were it 
Never to ſee her, than to let that ame 
Recall forgotten Rage, and make the Husband 
Deſtroy the gen rous Pity of Dumont. | 

1; ir FON. 
Oh! thou haſt ſet my buſy Brain at work, 


4 — 


And 
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And now ſhe muſters up a Train of Images, 
Which to preſerve my Peace I had caſt aſide, 
And ſunk in deep Oblivion — Oh that Form! 
That Angel face on which my Dotage hung ! 
How have I gaz'd upon her till my Soul 
With very Eagerneſs went forth towards her, 
And iflu'd at my Eyes —— Was there a Gem 
Which the Sun ripens in the Iadian Mine, 
Or the rich Boſom of the Ocean yields, 
What was there Art could make, or Wealth cou'd buy, 
| Which I have left unſought, to deck her Beauty ? 
What cou'd her King do more? And yet ſhe fled. 
BELLMOUR. 
Away with that ſad Fancy. _— 
SHORE. 
| Oh! that Day! 
The Thought of it muſt live for ever with me. | 
I met her, Bellmour, when the royal Spoiler - 
Fore her in Triumph from my widow'd Home 
Within his Chariot by his Side ſhe fate, 
And liſten'd to his Talk with downward Looks; 
Till ſudden as ſhe'chanc'd aſide to glance, | 
Her Eyes encounter'd mine— Oh! then, my Friend 
Oh! who can paint my Grief and her Amazement ! 
As at the Stroke of Death, twice turn'd ſhe pale, 
And twice a burning Crimſon bluſh'd all o'er her; 
| Then, with a Shriek Heart-wounding loud ſhe cry'd, 
| While down her Cheeks the guſhing Torrents ran 
| Faſt falling on her Hands, which thus ſhe wrung —— 
Mov'd at her Grief, the tyrant Raviſher, 
With courteous Action woo'd her oft to turn; 
| Earneſt he ſeem'd to plead ; but all in vain ; 
| Ev'n to the laſt ſhe bent her Sight towards me, 
And follow d me till I had loſt myſelf, 


BELLMOUR. 
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B Z EE MO UR. 1 
Alas! for pity ! Ohl thoſe fpeaking Tears ! : 
Could they be falſe? Did ſhe not fuffer with you? 1 
And tho' the King by Force poffefs'd her Perſon, a 
Her unconſenting Heart dwelt ſtill with you ? 
If all her former Woes were not , 
Look on her now, behold her where the wanders, 1 
Hunted to death, diſtrefs*> on every fide, F 
With no one hand to help; and tell me then, E 
If ever Miſery were known like hers ? 
EHORE 
And can the bear it? Can that delicate Frame 
Endure the beating of a Storm ſo rude ? 
Can ſhe, for whom the various Seaſons chang d, 
| To court her Appetite, and crown her Board, 4 
| For whom the foreign Vintages were preſs'd, | D 
| For whom the Merchant ſpread his filken Stores, A 
| Can ſnhe D 
| | Intreat for Bread, and want the needful Raiment, A 
| To wrap her ſhivering Boſom from the Weather? T 
When ſhe was mine, no Care came ever nigh her. 01 
| | I thought the gentleſt Breeze that wakes the Spring W 
Too rough to breathe upon her; Chearfulneſs bh 
Danc'd all the Day before her; and at Night Ar 
Soft Slumbers waited on her downy Pillow —— Ii " 
Now fad and ſhelterlefs, perhaps, ſhe les, = 
Spe” n Rai To 
Where piercing Winds blow ſharp, and the chill Rain 
Drops from ſome Pent-houſe on her wretched Head, An 
Drenches her Locks, and kills her with the Cold. bi 
| It is too much —Hence with her paſt Offences, 0 
I hey are aton'd at full Why ſtay we then? An 
Oh! let us hafte, my Friend, and find her out. My 
BELLMOUR. Tir 
Somewhere about this Quarter of the Town, -p 
J 


I hear the poor abandon'd Creature lingers: Her 
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Her Guard, tho' ſet with ſtricteſt Watch to keep 
All Food and Friendſhip from her, yet permit her 
To wander in the Streets, there chuſe her Bed, 
And reſt her Head on what cold Stone ſhe pleaſes. 
| SHORE. 

Here let us then divide, each in his Round 
To ſearch her Sorrows out ; whoſe hap it is 
Firſt to behold her, this way let him lead 
Her fainting Steps, and meet we here together. [ Exeunr. 


Enter Jan E SH ORB, ber Hair hanging looſe en her 
Shoulders, and bare footed. 


FANE SHORE. 

Yet, yet endure, nor murmur oh my Soul, 
For are not thy T'ranſgreſſions great and numberleſs? 
Do they not cover thee like riſing Floods, 

And preſs thee like a Weight of Waters down ? 
Does not the Hand of Righteouſneſs afflict thee? 
And who ſhall plead againſt it? Who ſhall ſay 
ToPow'r Almighty, Thou haft done enough? 

Or bid his dreadful Rod of Vengeance, ſtay? 

Wait then with Patience, till the circling Hours 
Shall bring the Time of thy appointed Reſt, 

And lay thee down in Death. The Hireling thus 
With Labor drudges out the painful Day, 

And often looks with long- expecting Eyes 

To ſee the Shadows rife, and be diſmiſs'd. 

And hark! methinks the Roar that late purſu'd me, 
duks like the Murmurs of a falling Wind, 

And foftens into Silence. Does Revenge 

And Malice then grow weary and ſorſake me? 
My Guard too, that obſerv'd me til! ſo cloſe, 
Tire in the Task of their inhaman Office, 

And loiter far behind. Alas! I faint, 

My Spirits fail at once This is the Door 


| ** while no Eye obſerves me. 
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Of my Alicia hleſſed Opportunity ! 
TI ſteal a little Succor from her Goodneſs, 


[She knocks at the Door. 
Enter 8 RVANT. 


| Is your Lady, 
My gentle Friend, at home? Oh! bring me to her. 


| [Going i itt, 
SERVANT. 


Hold, Miſtreſs, whither wou'd you ? [ Putting her back 


FEY SHORE. 
| Do you not know me ? 
SERPYANT. 
I know you well, and know my Orders too. 
You muſt not enter here. 
FANE SHORE. 
Tell my Alicia, 
'Tis I would ſee her. | 
I .SERPANT. : 
She is ill at Eaſe, 


And will ado no Viſitor. 


JANE SHORE. 
But tell her 


_ *Tis I, her Friend, the Partner of her Heart, 


Wait at the Door and beg 
SERVANT. | 
| Tis all in vain, | 
Go hence, al howl to thoſe that will regard you. 


[Shuts the Door, and Exit. 


FANE SHORE. 
It was not always thus; the time has been, 
When this unfriendly Door, that bars my Paſſage, 
Flew wide, and almoſt leap'd from off its Hinges 


T6 give me Entrance here; When this good * 
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Has pour'd forth all-its Dwellings to receive me ; 

When my. Approach has made a little Holy-day, 

And ev'ry Face was dreſs'd in Smiles to meet me: 

| But now tis otherwiſe ; and thoſe who bleſs'd me, 

Now curſe me to my Face. Why ſhould I wander, 

Stray further on, for I can die ev'n here! 
| [She fits down at the Door. 


Enter AL1C1a in Diſorder; two Servants following. 
| ALICTA. 


What Wretch art thou? whoſe Miſery and Baſeneſs 
| Hangs on my Door; whoſe hateful Whine of Woe 
| Breaks in upon my Sorrows, and diſtracts 
My jarring Senſes with thy Beggar's Cry? 
 FANE SHORE. 

A very Beggar, and a Wretch indeed; 
One driv'n by ſtrong Calamity to ſeek 
For Succor here; one periſhing for Want; 
Whoſe Hunger has not taſted Food theſe three Days; 
And humbly asks for Charity's dear fake, 
A Draught of Water and a little Bread. 

411ICIA. 

And doſt thou come to me, to me for Bread? 
I know thee not — Go——hunt for it abroad, 
Where wanton Hands upon the Earth have ſcatter'd it, 
Or caſt it on the Waters — Mark the Eagle, 
And hungry Vulture, where they wind the Prey ; 
Watch where the Ravens of the Valley feed, 
And ſeek thy Food with them — I know thee not. 

FANE SHORE. 

And yet there was a time, when my Alicia 
Has thought unhappy Shore her deareſt Bleſſing; 
And mourn'd that live-long Day ſhe paſs'd without me, 
When pair'd like Turtles, we were ſtill together, 
When often as we prattled Arm in Arm, 1 


| 
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I truſted all, * my whole Store to thee; 
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Inclining foudly to me fhe has fvorm, 
She a more than all the World beſide. 
of aL Ct. 
Hat ſay ſt thoul let me look upon thee well 
Tis true I know thee now—A Miſchief on thee! “ 
Thou art that fatal Fair, that curſed She, 2 
That ſet my Brain a madding. Thou haſt robb'q me; 
Thou haſt undone me Murder! Oh my Haſtiugs ! 
See his pale bloody Head ſhoots glaring by me! 
Give him me back again, thou ſoſt Deluder, 
Thou beauteous Witch 
FANE SHORE. a 
Alas! I never wrong'd you—. 
O! then be good to me; have pity on me: 
Thou never knew'ſt the Bitterneſs of Want, 
And may'ſt thou never know it. Oh! beſtow 
Some poor Remain, the voiding of thy Table, 
A Morſel to ſupport my famiſh'd Soul. 
l 4LICIA. 
Avant! and come not near me — 
JANE SHORE. 
To thy Hand 


Nor do I ask it back, allow) me but 
The ſmalleſt Pittance, give me but to eat, 
Leſt I * down and periſh here before thee. 
ALICH A. 
Nay! tell not me! Where is the King, thy Edward, 
And all the ſmiling-crying Train of Courtiens, | 
That bent the Knee before thee. 
JUNE SHORE. b 
bd ee, 
mw | 41101. | 
Mercy] I bnd it not or I am e 
I'll give thee Miſery, vor there the -dw elk ; 


This 
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This is her Houſe, where the Sun never dawns, 
The Bird of Night fits ſcreaming o'er the Roof, 
Grim Spectres ſweep along the horrid Gloom, 
And nought is heard but Wailings and Lamentings. 
Hark! ſomething cracks above! it ſhakes, it totters! 
And ſee the noddmy Ruin fal's to cruſh me 
[js fall'n, 'tis here! I feel it on my Bram! 
1 SERFANT. 

This Sight diſorders her 

2 S ERVY ANT. 
Retire, dear Lady 


And leave this Woman 
ALICTAH. 
Let her take my Council! 

Why ſpould'ſt thon be a Wretch? ſtab, tear thy Heart, 
And rid thyſelf of this detefted Being, 
| wo! not linger long behind thee here. 
A waving Flood of blueiſn Fire ſwells o'er me; 
And now 'tis out, and I am drown'd in Blood. 
Ha ! what art thou! Thou horrid headleſs Trunk? 
It is my Haſtings! See ! he wafts me on ! 
Away! I go! I fly! I follow thee. 
But come not thou with Miſchief- making Beauty 
To interpoſe between us, look not on him, 
Give thy fond Arts and thy Deluſions o'er ; 
For thou ſhalt never, never part us more. 

[She runs off, her Servants following. 

FANE SHORE. 
Alas! ſhe raves; her Brain, I fear, is turn'd. 
In Mercy look upon her, gracious Heav'n, 
Nor viſit her for any wrong to me. 
vure I am near upon my Journey's end 
My Head runs round, my Eyes begin to fail, 
And dancing Shadows ſwim before my fight; 
| can no more, {es dew) receive me thou cold Earth! 
| Thou 


þis 
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Thou common Parent, take me to thy Boſom, 
And let me reſt with thee. 


Enter BELLMOUR, 


BELLMOUR. 
Upon the Ground! 
Thy Miſeries can never lay thee lower. 
Look up, thou poor afflicted one! Thou Mourner 
Whom none has comforted! Where are thy Friends, 
The dear Companions of thy joyful Days, 
Whoſe Hearts thy warm Proſperity made glad, 
Whoſe Arms were taught to grow like Ivy round thee, 
And bind thee to their Boſoms?—Thus with thee, 
Thus let us live, and let us die, they ſaid, 
For ſure thou art the Siſter of our Loves, 
+ And nothing ſhall divide us— Now where are they 
FANE SHORE. 
Ah! Bellmour, where indeed! They ſtand aloof, 
And view my Deſolation from afar ; 
When they paſs by, they ſhake their Heads in ſcorn, 
And cry, behold the Harlot and her End! 
And yet thy Goodneſs turns aſide to pity me! 
Alas! There may be Danger, get thee gone! 
Let me not pull a Ruin on thy head, 
Leave me to die alone, for I am fall'n 
Never to riſe, and all Relief is vain. 
BELLMOUR. 
Yet raiſe thy drooping Head; for I am come 
To chaſe away Deſpair : behold ! where yonder 
That honeſt Man, that faithful brave Dumont, 
Is haſting to thy Aid 
7 ANE SHORE. 
, Damont! Ha! Where! 
[Raifing herſelf, and looking about, 


Then Heay'n has heard my Pray 'r, his very Name 
Renews 


. 
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Renews the Springs of Life, and cheers my Soul. 
Has he then 2 the Snare? 
| BELLMOUR. 
He has, but ſe 
He comes unlike to that Dumont you knew, 
For now he wears your better Angel's Form, 
And comes to viſit you with Peace and Pardon. 


Enter SHORE. 


FANE SHORE. 

Speak, tell me! Which is he? And oh! What would 
This dreadful Viſion ! See it comes on me 
It is my Husband—Ah! _. [She fewoons. 

SHORE. 
She faints! ſupport her! 
Suſtain her Head, while I infuſe this Cordial 
Into her dying Lips from ſpicy Drugs, 
Rich Herbs and Flow'rs, the potent Juice is drawn; 
With wondrous Force it ſtrikes the lazy Spirits, 
Drives 'em around, and wakens Life anew, 
BELLMOUR. 

Her Weakneſs could not bear the ſtrong Surprize. 
But ſee, ſhe ſtirz! And the returning Blood 
Faintly begins to bluſh again, and kindle - 

Upon her aſhy Cheek 
SHORE. 
So— gently raiſe her — 
[ Reifing ber up. 
FANE SHORE. 
Ha! What art thou! Bellmour { 
BELLMOUR. 
How fare you, Lady? 
JANE SHORE. 
My Heart is thrill'd with Horror 


vo 1. II. ET BELL: 
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BELLMOUR. 
Be of Courage 


Yeur Husband lives! ''Tis he, my worthieſt Friend 
. FANE SHORE, 


Still art thou there! —ftill doſt thou hover round me! 


Oh ave me, Bellmour, from his angry Shade! 
BELLMOUR. 


*Tis 1 himſelf — he lives! look up 
JANE SHORE. 
I dare not! 
Oh that my Eyes could ſhut him out for ever 
'£ 6&4 We | 

Am ] fo hateful then, ſo deadly to thee, 

To blaſt thy Eyes with Horror? Since I'm grown 

A-Burden to the World, myſelf and thee, 

Wou'd I had ne'er ſurviv'd to ſee thee more. 
NS . 

Oh thou moſt injur'd—doſt thou live indeed, 

Fall then ye Mountains on my guilty Head, 

Hide me, ye Rocks, within your ſecret Caverns; 

Caſt thy black Veil upon my Shame, O Night ! 

And ſhield me with thy ſable Wing for ever. 
SHORE. 

Why doſt thou turn. away? — Why tremble thus? | 
Why thus indulge thy Fears? And in Deſpair, 
Abandon thy diſtracted Soul to Horror? 

' Caſt every black and guilty thought behind thee, 
And let em never vex thy Quiet more. 
My Arms, my Heart are open to receive thee, 
To bring thee back to thy forſaken Home, 
With tender Joy, with fond forgiving Love, 
And all the Longings of my firſt Deſires. 
FANE SHORE. 

No, arm thy Brow with Vengeance ; and appear 

The Miniſter of Heav'n's enquiring Juſtice. 


JANE SHORE. 6 
Array thyſelf all terrible for Judgment. 
Wrath in thy Eyes, and Thunder in thy Voice; 
pronounce my Sentence, and if yet there be 
A Woe [ have not felt, inflict it on me. 
SHORE. 

The Meaſure of thy Sorrows is compleat; 
And I am come to ſnatch thee from Injuſtice. 
The Hand of Pow'r no more ſhall cruſh thy weakneſs, 
Nor proud Oppreſlion grind thy humble Soul. 

FANE SH ORE. 

Art thou not ris'n by Miracle from Death ? 

Thy Shroud is fall'n from off thee, and the Grave 

Was bid to give thee up, that thou might't come 

The Meſſenger of Grace and Goodneſs to me, 

To ſeal my Peace, and bleſs me ere I go. 

Oh let me then fall down beneath thy Feet, 

And weep my Gratitude for ever there ; 

Give me your Drops, ye ſoft deſcending Rains, 

Give me your Streams, ye never · ceaſing Springs, 

That my ſad Eyes may till ſupply my Duty, 

And feed an everlaſting Flood of Sorrow. 
SHORE.- 

Wage not thy feeble Spirits have long 
Beheld, unknown, thy Mourning and Repentance; 
Therefore my Heart has ſet aſide the paſt, 

And holds thee white, as unoffending Innocence: 
Therefore in ſpite of cruel G/ofter's Rage, 
Soon as my Friend had broke my Priſon-Doors, 
| flew to thy Aſſiſtance. Let us haſte 
Now while Occafion ſeems to ſmile upon us, 
Forſake this Place of Shame, and find a Shelter. 
FANE SHORE, 
What ſhall I fay to you? But I obe 
SHORE, 
Lean on my Arm 
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172 Jane SHORE, 
| FANE SHORE. 
Alas! I'm wond'rous faint : 


But that s not ſtrange, I have not eat theſe three Days 


SHORE. 


Oh mercileſs! look here, my Love, FTE thee 


Some rich Conſerves 
FANE SHORE. 

How can you be ſo good? 
But you were ever thus; I well remember 
With what fond Care, what Diligence of Love, 
You laviſh'd out your Wealth to buy me Pleaſures, 
Preventing every Wiſh: have you forgot 
The coſtly String of Pearl you brought me home, 


And ty'd about my Neck? How could I leave * 


SHORE. 
Taſte ſome of this, or this - 
FAN SHORE. 
Vou're ſtrangely alter'd —— 
Say gentle Bellmour, is he not? How pale 
Your Viſage is become? Your Eyes are hollow; 
Nay, you are wrinkled too— Alas the Day ? 
My Wretchedneſs has coſt you many a Tear, 
And many a bitter Pang, fince laſt we parted. - 
' SHORE. 
No more of that—thou talk'f, but doſt not eat. 
FANE SHORE. 

My feeble Jaws forget their common Office, 
My taſteleſs Tongue cleaves to the clammy Roof, 
And now a gen'ral Loathing grows upon me —— 
Oh, Lam fick at heart! 
| SHORE. 

| Thou murd'rous Sorrow! 
Wo't thou ſtill drink her blood, purſue her fill! 
Muſt ſhe then die! Oh, my poor Penitent, 

Speak Peace to thy ſad Heart, She hears me not; 
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JANE SHORE. 173 
Grief maſters ev'ry Senſe —help me to hold her 
Enter CATESBY, with a Guard, 


CATESBY. 
Seize on em both, as Traitors to the State -——— 
BELL MOUR. 
What means this Violence! | 
[Guards lay hold of Shore and Bellmour- 
CATESBY. 
Have we not found you, 
I ſcorn of the Protector's ſtrict Command, 
Aſſiſting this baſe Woman, and abetting 
Her Infamy ? 
SHORE. 
Infamy on thy Head! 
Thou Tool of Pow'r, thou Pander to Authority ! 
J tell thee, Knave, thou know'ſt of none ſo virtuous, 
And ſhe that bore thee was an Æthiop to her. 
| CATESBY. 
You'll anſwer this at full Away with 'em. 
SHORE. 
I; Charity grown Treaſon to your Court ? 
What honeſt Man would live beneath ſuch Rulers? 
I am content that we ſhould die together 
CATESBY. 
Convey the Men to Priſon ; but for her, 
Leave her to hunt her Fortune as ſhe may. 
JANE SHORE. 
J will not part with him for me! —for me! 
Ok! muſt he die for me? | 
[ Following him as he is carry'd off She falls. 
SHORE. 
Inhuman Villains ! [ Breaks from the Guard. 
Stand off! the Agonies of Death are on her 
dhe pulls, ſhe gripes me hard with her cold Hand. 
| J 3 JANE 
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JANE SHORE. 
Was this Blow wanting to compleat my Ruin 
Oh let him go, ye Miniſters of Terror ; 
He ſhall offend no more, for I will die, 
And yield Obedience to your cruel Maſter, 
Tarry a little, but a little longer, | 
And take my laſt Breath with you. 
SHORE. 
Oh my Love! 
'Why have I liv'd to ſee this bitter Moment, 
This Grief by far ſurpaſſing all my former ! 
Why dot thou fix thy dying Eyes upon me 
With ſuch an earneſt, ſuch a piteous Look, 
As if thy Heart were full of ſome ſad Meaning 
1 hau could' not ſpeak! | 
cat JANE SHORE: 
Forgive me but forgive me 
SH OR E. | 
Be Witneſs for me, ye Celeſtial Hoſt, 
Such Mercy and ſuch Pardon as my Soul 
Accords to thee, and begs of Heav'n to ſhew thee ; 
May ſuch befall me at my lateſt Hour, 
And make my Portion bleſs'd or curs d for ever, 
| ZANE SHORE, 
Then all is well, and I ſhall fleep in Peace 
"Tis very dark, and J have loſt you now -— 
Was there not ſomething I would have bequeath'd you? 
But I have nothing left me to beſtow, 
Nothing but one fad Sigh. Oh Mercy, Heav'n ! [Dis. 
BELLMOUR. 
There fled the Soul, 
And left the Load of Miſery behind. 
SHORE. 
Oh 1 my Heart's Treaſure ! Is this pale ſad Viſage 


Al that remains of thee? are theſe dead Eyes 
| The 
« 
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The Light that cheer my Soul? O heavy Hour! 
But I will fix my trembling Lips to thine, 
Till I am cold and ſenſeleſs quite, as thou art. 
What, muſt we part then?—will you ———— 
[To the G wards taking him anvay. 


Fare thee well [King ber. 
Now execute your Tyrant s Will, and lead me 
To Bonds, or Death, tis equally indifferent. - 


BELLMOUR. 

Let thoſe, who view this ſad Example, know, 
What Fate attends the broken Marriage-Vow ; 
And teach their Children in ſucceeding Times, 

No common Vengeance waits upon theſe Crimes; 
When ſuch ſevere Repentance could not ſave 


From Want, from Shame, and an untimely Grave. 
[Exeunt. 


- 


EPILOGUE 


Spoken by Mrs. OLD FIE IL Dd. 


| E modeſt Matrons all, ye wirtuous Wiwes, 

Who lead with horrid Husbands, decent Liwes ; 
You, who for all you are in ſuch a taking, 
To fee your Spouſes drinking, gaming, raking, 
Yet make a Conſcience ſtill of Cuckold-making ; 
What can aue ſay your Pardon to obtain? 
This Matter here wes prev'd againſt poor Jane: 
e never once deny d it, but in ſhort, 
Fhimper d— and ch). d ſweet Sir, I'm ſorry for't, 
Sat well he met a kind, good natur d Soul, 
Me are not all fo eafy to control: 3 
1 fancy ene might find in this good Town 
genie auc d ha” told the Gentleman his oxvn ; 
Hawe an ſiuer d ſmart, —To what do you pretend, 
Blockhead !-- As if I muſt n't fee a Friend: 
Tell me, of Hackn'y Coackes— Jaunts to the City 
Where ſhou'd I buy my China—Ftaith, I'll fit ye—— 
Our Wife was of @ milder, meeker Spirit; 
a Ecrds and Maſters 1— was not that ſome Merit? 
De'nt you allow it to be virtuous Bearing, 
When wie ſubmit thus to your domineering ? 
Well, Peace be with her, ſhe did wrong moſt ſurely; 
Put fo do many more who look demurely. 
Nor Hou d our mourning Madam weep alone, 
There are more Ways of Wickedneſs than one. 
If the reforming Stage ſhould fall to ſhaming, 
Iil-nature, Pride, Hypocriſy, and Gaming ; 


ene 
The Poets frequently might move Compaſſion, 

And with She-Tragedies o er- run the Nation, 
Then judge the fair Offender, with Good-nature, . 
And let your Fellow-feeling curb your Satire. 

What if our Neighbours have ſome little Failing, 
Muft we need fall to Damning and to Railing ? 
For her Excuſe too, be it underſtood,” 

That if the Woman was not quite ſo good, 

Her Lover was 4 King, fhe Fleſh and Blood. 
And fince hb" has dearly paid the finful Score, 


Br kind at laſt, and pity poor JANE SHORE». 
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Lady IA NE GRAU. 


A. 


TRAGEDY. 


Sed fruftra Leges & inania Jura tuenti 
Scire mori Sors optima. 


Printed in the YEAR 1746, 


Her ROYAL HicHNEss 


FN: K 


Princeſs of WALES. 


Mana M, 

EY Princeſs of the ſame Royal Blood 
YN 15 to which you are ſo cloſely and 
5 þ TY ſo happily ally'd, preſumes to 
throw herſelf at the Feet of Your 
ROVAL HIOHNES s for Protection. The 
Character of that excellent Lady, as it is 
deliver'd down to us in Hiſtory, is very 
near the ſame with the Picture J have 
endeavor'd to draw of her: And if, in the 

| poetical 
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DEDICATION. 
poetical Coloring, I have aim'd at height. 
ning and improving ſome of the Features, it 
was only to make her more worthy of thoſe 
Muſtrious Hands to which I always intended 

to preſent her. | 
il As the Britih Nation in general is inf. 
| nitely indebted to Your Roy AlL. Hiohx ESG; 
1 ſo every particular Perſon amongſt us ought 
l to contribute, according to their fever: 
I Capacities and Abilities, towards the dif. 
I charging that public Obligation. 
1 We are your Debtors, MA DAM, for the 
Preference You gave us, in chooſing to wear 
the Britiſh rather than the Imperial Crown, 
for giving the beſt Daughter to our K Ic, 
and the beſt Wife to our PRINCE. It is to 
Your Royal HIOHNESS we owe the 
Security that ſhall be deliver*d down to our 
Children's Children, by. a moſt hopeful and 
beautiful, as well as a numerous Royal Iſſue. 
Theſe are the Bonds. of our Civil Duty: 
But Vo u R ROYAL HicHness has lad 
us under others yet more ſacred and engaging; 
I mean, thoſe of Religion. You are not only 
the Brighteſt Ornament, but the Patronels 
and Defender of our Holy Faith, 
Nor is it Britain alone, but the World, 
but the preſent and all ſucceeding Ages, who 
| | ſhall 


DEDICATION. 


ſhall bleſs Your Royal Name, for the great- 
eſt Example that can be given of a diſin- 
tereſted Piety and unſhaken Conſtancy. 
This is what we may certainly reckon a- 
mongſt the Benefits Lou R ROYAL Hicnness 
has conferr d upon us. Tho' at the fame 
time, how partial ſoever we may be to our- 
ſelves, we ought not to believe you declin'd 
the Firſt Crown of Europe in regard of Bri- 
tain only, No, Ma D am, it is in Juſtice 
to Your Royar Hicnness that we muſt 
confeſs, you had more excellent Motives for 
ſo great an Action as that was; ſince you 
did it in Obedience to the Dictates of Reaſon 
and Conſcience, for the Sake of True Reli- 
gion, and for the Honor of God. All 
things that are Great have been offer*d to 
You; and all things that are Good and 
Happy, as well m this World as a better, 
ſhall become the Reward of ſuch exalted 
Virtue and Piety. The Bleſſings of our Na- 
tion, the Prayers of our Church, with the 
faithful Service of all good Men, ſhall wait 
upon YouR Royal Hicnness as long as 
you live, And whenever, for the Puniſh- 
ment of this Land, you ſhall be taken from 
us, your Sacred Name ſhall be dear to Re- 
membrance, and Almighty God, who alone 
is 


DEDICATION 
is able, ſhall beſtow upon you the Fulneſs of 
Recompencee. 

Amongſt the ſeveral Offerings: of Duty 
which are made to you here, be graciouſly 
l pleas'd to accept of this unworthy. Trifle , 
6 which is, with the greateſt Reſpect and loweſ 
| Submiſſion, | preſented to You R ROYAL 
| Hiennzss, by, 


f 
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Your RovAL Hicness's: 


Moſt Obedient, 


Moſt Devoted, and 
| 8 Moſt Faithful 


Humble Servant, 


N. R O W E. 


N H O' I bave very little Inclination to write 

| 75 Prefaces before Worts of this Nature, yet 

| a upon this particular Occaſion, J cannot but 
e 

75 


JS a think myſelf oblig d to give ſome ſhort Ac- 
count of this Play, as well in juſtice to 
m 5 as td a very learned and ingenious Gentleman, 
j Friend, who 1s dead. The Perſon I mean was 
Mr. Smith F Chrift-Church, Oxon: One whoſe 
Character I could with great Pleaſure enter into, if 
| it was not already very well known to the World. As. 
bad the Happineſs to be intimately acquainted with 
hin, he often told me that he deſign d writing a 
Tragedy upon the Story 4 the Lady Jane Gray; and 
if be had liv'd, I ſhould never have thought of med- 
dling with it myſelf. But as he died without doing 
it, in the beginning of the laſt Summer, I reſoly'd to 
undertake it. And indeed, the Hopes I had of receiving 
ſme conſiderable Aſſiſtances from the Papers he left 
behind him, were one of the principal Motives that 
mduc'd me to go about it. Theſe Papers were in 
Ei: Hands of Mr. Ducket; to whom my- Friend 
Ur. Thomas Burnet was fo kind as to write, and 
procure them for me. The leaſt Return I can make 
to thoſe Gentlemen, is this public Acknowledgment 0 
their great Civility on this Occaſion. I muſt confeſs, 
before thoſe Papers came to my hand, I had entirely 
firm'd the Defign, or Fable of my own Play: _ 
Then 


n 


when I came to Iook them over, I found it was dif, 
rent from that which Mr. Smith intended; the ae 
of his being drawn after that which is in Print » 
Mr. Banks; at leaſt I thought ſo, by what I cull 
pick out of his Papers. To ſay the Truth, I was a 
good deal ſurpris'd and diſappointed at the Sight if 
them. I hoped to have met with great part of the 
Play written to my hand, or at the leaf?, the whil; 
Defign regularly drawn out. Inſtead of that, J 
found the Quantiiy of about two Duires of Paper 
written over in odd Pieces, blatted, interlin'd and 
confus'd. What was contain'd in them in general, waz 
looſe Hints of Sentiments, and ſhort obſcure Sketches 
of Scenes. But how they were to be apply d, or in 
what order they were to be rang d, I could nit h 
any Diligence of mine, (and I look'd them very care 
Fully over more than once) come to underſtand. On. 
Scene there was, and one only, that ſeem'd prity 
near perfeft ; in which Lord Guilford ingly per. 
ſuades the Lady Jane to take the Crown. From that 
T berraw'd all that I could, and inſerted it in my oun 
Third Act. But indeed the Manner and Turn if 
his Fable was fo different from mane, that I cou d ut 
take above five and twenty or thirty Lines at tht 
moſt ; and even in thoſe I was oblig'd to make 2 
Alteration. I ſhould have been very glad to have 
come into a Partnerſhip of Reputation with ſo fine 
a Writer as Mr. Smith was; but in Truth his Hints 
were ſo ſhort and dark, (many of them mark'd eum 
in Short-hand) that they were of little Uſe or Service 
to me. They might haue ſerv'd as Indexes to his ow! 
Memory, and Ge might, have form'd a Play out if 
them; but I dare ſay, no body elſe could. In one part 
of his Deſign, he ſeems to differ from Mr. Banks, 
whoſe Tale he generally deſign'd to follow ; ſince ! 
obſerv'd in many of theſe ſhort Sketches of Scenes, It 
bad introduc'd Queen Mary. He ſeem'd to * 
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ly Character pitiful and inclining ta Mercy, but 
we'd on to Crueliy by the Rage and bloody Diſpoſe- 
tions of Bonner and Gardiner. This Hint [ had 
likewiſe taken from the late Bibep of Salisbury*s 
Hiſtory of the Reformation ; who lays, and ] believe 
very juſtly, the horrible Cruelties that were adted at 
that time, rather to the Charge of that perſecuting 
Spirit by which the Clergy were then animated, than 
to the Queen's own natural Diſpoſition, 

Many People believ'd, or at leaſt ſaid, that 
Mr. Smith left a Play very near intire behind him, 
All that I am ſorry for, is, that it was not ſo in fact; 
I ſhauld\ haue made na Scruple of taking three, four, 
or even the whole five Acts from him; but then I hope 
I ould have had the Honefly to let the World know 
they were his, and not take another Man's Reputa- 
tian to myſelf. 

This is what I thought neceſſary to ſay, as well 
on my own Account, as in regard to the Memory of 
my Friend, 5 

Fir the Play, fuch as it is, I leave it to proſper as 
it can; I have _— never to trouble the World 
with any public . for my Writings of this 
lind, as much as have been provol d to it. I ſhall 
turn this my youngeſt Child out into the World with 
n other Proviſion than a Saying which I remember 10 
have ſeen before one of Mrs. Behn's : 


Va! mon Enfant, prend ta Fortune. 


If your foft Pity waits upon our Wee, 
Your Grief the Muſes Labor ſhall confeſs, 


Ob! cou'd our Author's Pencil juftly paint, 
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Spoken by Mr. BooTH, 


O-Night the nobl:ft Subject fel our Scene, 
| A Heroine, a Martyr, and @ Queen; 
And tho) the Poet dares not boaft his Art, 
The very Theme fall ſomething great impart, 
To warm the gen'rous Soul, and touch the tender Heart.] 
To you, fair Judges, aue the Cauſe ſubmit ; 
Feur Eyes ſhall tell us hiw the Tale is writ. 


If filent Tears for ſuff ring Virtue flow 
The lively, Paſſiams, and the juſt Diſtreſs. 


Such as ſobe was in Life, the beauteous Saint; 

Boldly your flri& Attention. might aue claim, 

And bid you mark, and copy out the Dame. 

No wwardring Glance one wanton Thought conf:ſs d. 

No guilty Wiſh inflam'd ber ſpotleſs Breaft : 

The only Love that warm'd her blooming Youth, 

Was Husband, England, Liberty, and' Truth. 

For theſe ſhe fell; while, with too weak a Hand, 

She ftrove to ſave a blind ungrateful Land. 

But thus the ' ſecret Laws of Fate ordain, 

W1LL1aM's Great Hand was. dom d to break that 
Chain, 

And end the Hopes of Rome's grannic Reign. 

For ever as the circling Years return, 


V grateful Britons! crown the Hero's Urn; 


- 
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Jo his juſt Care you ev'ry Bleſſing owe, | 
Which, or his own, or following Reigns beſtow : 
Tho' his hard Fate a Father's Name deny d, 

To you a Father, he that Loſs ſuppiy d. 
3 Then awhile you view the royal Line's Increaſe, 

And count the Pledges of your future Peace; 

From this great Stack while ſtill new Glories come, 
Conqueſt abroad, and Liberty at home; 

While you behold the Beautiful and Brave, 


Bright Princeſſes to grace you, Kings to ſave, 
Foy the Gift, but bleſs the Hand that gave. 
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M E N. 
| -DU KE of Nerthamberland. Mr. Mill. 
Duke of Suffolk. + * Mr. Bruns: 
Lord Guilford Dudley. Mr. Booth, 
Earl of Pembroke. Mr. Elringin, 
Earl of She. Mr. Ryan. 
Gardiner Biſhop of Wincheſter, Mr. Cibber, 
Sir Fohn Gate. | Mr. Shepherd. 
Lieutenant of the Tower, _ Mr. Qin, 
| WOMEN. 
Dutcheſs of Suffolk —&& Als. Port. 
Lady Fane Gra. | © Mrs. Oldfeld 
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Lords of the Council, Gentlemen, Guards, Women, and 
Attendants. 


SCENE LONDON. 
Lady 
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ACK S8. A 
The COURT. 


Enter the Duke of Nero ad, Duke | 
| of SUFFOLK, and Sir Jon Gars. 


NORTHUMBERLAND, 
AIs all in vain ; Heav'n has requir'd its Pledge, * 
And he muſt die. 
SUFFOLK. 
Is there an honeſt Heart, 
That loves our England, does not mourn. for Edward? / 
The Genius of *our Iſle is ſhook with Sorrow, | 
„ne bows his venerable Head with Pain, 
And labors with the Sickneſs of his Lord. 
xd Religion melts in ev'ry holy Eye, 
All comfortleſs, afflicted, and forlorn 
de fits on Earth, and weeps upon her Croſs: 
Weary of Man, and his deteſted Ways, b 
L1' now the ſeems to meditate her Flight, 
ind waft her Angel to the Thrones above. 
dy NORTHUMB- 
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NORTHUMBERLAND. 
Ay, there, my Lord, you touch our heavieſt Io: 
With him our holy Faith is doom'd to ſuffer; 
Wich him our Church ſhall veil her ſacred Front, 
That late from Heaps of Gotbic Ruins roſe, 
In her firſt native ſimple Majeſty; | 
The 'Toil of Saints, and Price of M Bl 
Shall fail with Edward, and again 2 . 
Shall ſpread her Banners; and her Monkiſh Hog, 
Pride, Ignorance, and Rapine ſhall return; 
Blind bloody Zeal and cruel Prieitly Pow'r, 
Shall ſcourge the Land for ten dark Ages more, 


GATES. 
Is there no Help in all the healing Art, 
No potent Juice or Drug to ſave a Life 
So precious, and prevent a Nation's Fate ? 
NORTHUMBERLAND. A 
What has been left untry d that Art could do? Bow 
The hoary wrinkled Leech has watch'd and toil'd, And 
Try'd ev'ry Health- reſtoring Herb and Gum, No; 
And weary'd out his painful Skill in vain. Firſt 
Cloſe like a Dragon folded in his Den, And 
Some ſecret Venom preys upon his Heart ; That 
A ſtubborn and unconquerable Flame 
Creeps in his Veins, and drinks the Streams of Life; De 
His youthful Sine ws are unſtrung, cold Sweats, To 0 


| And deadly Paleneſs fit upon his Viſage, 
And ev'ry Gaſp we look ſhall be his laſt. 
| | GATES. | Into) 
Doubt not, your Graces, but the Popiſh Faction My P 
Will at this Juncture urge their utmoſt Force. 
All on the Princeſs Mary turn their Eyes, 
Well hoping ſhe ſhall build again their Altars, 
And bring their Idol-Worſhip back in Triumph. 


NORTHU MI. 
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NORTHUMBERLAND. 
Good Heav'n ordain ſome better Fate for England! 
SUFFOLK. 
What better can we hope, if ſhe ſhould reign? _ 
[know her well, a blinded Zealot is ſhe, 
A gloomy Nature, ſullen and ſevere, 
Nurtur d by proud preſuming Romi/+ Prieſts, 
Taught to believe they only cannot err, 
Becauſe they cannot err ; bred up in Scorn 
Of Reaſon, and the whole Lay-World ; inſtructed 
To hate whoe'er diſſent from what they teach, | 
To purge the World from Hereſy by Blood, 
To maſſacre a Nation, and believe it 
An Act well-pleaſing to the Lord of Mercy. 
Theſe are thy Gods, Oh Rome! and this thy Faith. 
NORTHUMBERLAND. 
And ſhall we tamely yield ourſelves to Bondage ? 
Bow down before theſe holy Purple Tyrants, 
And bid 'em tread upon our ſlaviſh Necks? 
No; let this faithful free-born Engliſb Hand 
Firſt dig my Grave in Liberty and Honor; 
And tho? I found but one more thus reſolv'd, 
That honeſt Man and I would die together. 
SUFFOLK. 
Doubt not, there are ten thouſand, and ten thouſand, 
To own a Cauſe fo juſt, 
GATES. 
The Liſt I gave 
lnto your Grace's Hand laſt Night, declares 
My Pow'r and Friends at full. [To Northumb. 
NORTHUMBERLAND. 
Be it your Care, 
Good Sir John Gates, to ſee your Friends appointed, 
And ready for the Occaſion. Haſte this Inſtant, 


Lok not a Moments Time. 3 
Vor. II. K GATES: 


— _ 
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_ GATES. 
I go, my Lord. [Exit 
NORTHUMBERLAND. 
Your Grace's princely Daughter, Lady Jane, 
Is ſhe yet come to Court ? 
SUFFOLK. 
Not yet arriv'd, 
But with the ſooneſt I expe her here. 
I know her Duty to the dying King, 
Join'd with my ſtrift Commands to haſten hither, 
Will bring her on the Wing. 
NORTHUMBERLAND. 
Beſeech your Grace, 
To ſpeed another Meſſenger to preſs her ; 
For on her happy Preſence all our Counſels 


Depend, and take their Fate. 


SUFFOLK. 
x | Upon the Inſtant 
Your Grace ſhall be obey'd. I go to ſummon her. 
[ Exit Suffolk, 

NORTHUMBER LAND. 
* What trivial Influences hold Dominion 
O'er wiſe Mens Counſels, and the Fate of Empire? 
The greateſt Schemes that human Wit can forge, 
Or bold Ambition dares to put in practice, 
Depend upon our husbanding a Moment, 
And the light laſting of a Woman's Will; 
As if the Lord of Nature ſhou'd delight 
To hang this pond'rous. Globe upon a Hair, 
And bid it dance before a Breath of Wind. 
She muſt be here, and lodg'd in Guilford"s Arms, 
Ere Edwarddies, or all we've done is marr'd. 
Ha! Pembroke / that's a Bar which thwarts my Way? 
His fiery, Temper brooks not Oppoſition, 


And muſt be met with ſqft and ſupple Arts, 
| With 


MY — 
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With crouching Courteſy, and honey'd Words, 
Such as aſſuage the Fierce, and bend the Strong. 


Enter the Earl of PEMBROXE, 


Good-morrow, noble Pembroke, we have laid 
The Meeting of the Council for your Preſence. 
PEMBROKE. 
For mine, my Lord! You mock your Servant, ſure, 
To fay that I am wanted, where yourſelf, 
The great Alcides of our State, 1s preſent ; 
Whatever Dangers menace Prince or People, 
Cur great Northumberland is arm'd to meet em; 
The ableſt Head, and firmeſt Heart you bear, 
Nor need a Second in the glorious Task ; 
Equal yourſelf to all the Toils of Empire. 
NORTHUMBERLAND. 
No; as I honor Virtue, I have try'd, 
And know my Strength too well ; nor can the Voice 
Of friendly Flattery, like yours, deceive me, 
I know my Temper liable to Paſſions, 
And all the Frailties common to our Nature; 
Blind to Events, too eaſy of Perſuaſion, 
And often, too too often, have I err'd. 
Much therefore have I need of ſome good Man, 
Some wiſe and honeſt Heart, whoſe friendly Aid 
Might guide my treading thro' our preſent Dangers ; 
And by the Honor of my Name I ſwear, 
I know not one of all our Exgiiſb Peers, 
Whom I wou'd chooſe for that beſt Friend, like Pembroke. 
PE MBRO RE. 
What ſhall I anſwer to a Truſt ſo noble, 
This Prodigality of Praiſe and Honor ? 
Were not your Grace too generous of Soul, 
To ſpeak a Language differing from your Heart, 
How might I * you could not mean this Goodneſs 
K 2 Te 
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To one, whom his II- Fortune has ordain'd 
The Rival of your Son. ä 
NORTHUMBERLAND. 
No more ! I ſcorn a Thought 
So ad below the Di gnity of Virtue, 
*Tis true, I look on Guilford like a Father, 
Lean to his Side, and ſee but half his Failings : 
But on a Point like this, when equal Merit 
Stands forth to make its bold Appeal to Honor, 
And calls to have the Balance held in Juſtice ; 
Away with all the Fondneſſes of Nature! 
J judge of Pembroke and my Son alike. 
K.. PEMBROKXKE. 
I ask no more to bind me to your Service. 
NORTHUMBERLAND. 
The Realm is now at hazard, and bold Factions 
Threaten Change, Tumult, and difaftrous Days. 
Theſe Fears drive out the gentler Thoughts of Joy, 
Of Courtſhip, and of Love. Grant, Heav'n, the State 
To fix in Peace and Safety once again; 
Then ſpeak your Paſſion to the princely Maid, 
And fair Succeſs attend you, For myſelf, 
My Voice ſhall go as far for you, my Lord, 
As for my Son, and Beauty be the Umpire. 
But now a heavier Matter calls upon us; 
The King with Life juſt lab'ring; and I fear, 
The Council grow impatient at our Stay. 
PEMBROKE. 
One Moments Pauſe, and I attend your Grace. 
[Exit Northumb, 
ou Winchefter tries to me oft, Beware 
Of proud Nerthumber/and. The teſty Prelate, 
Froward with Age, with diſappointed Hopes, 
And zealous for old Rome, rails on the Duke, 
Suſpecting him { favor the new Teachers: mY 
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Yet ev'n in that, if I judge right, he errs. | 
But were it ſo, what are theſe monkiſh Quarrels, 
Theſe wordy Wars of proud ill-manner'd Schoolmen, 
To us and our Lay-Intereſt? Let em rail 
And worry one another at their pleaſure. 
This Duke, of late, by many worthy Offices, 
Has ſought my Friendſhip, and yet more, his Son 
The nobleſt Vouth our E — has to boaſt of, 
The gentleſt Nature and the braveſt Spirit, 
Has made me long the Partner of his Breaſt. 
Nay, when he found, in ſpite of the Reſiſtance 
My ſtruggling Heart had made, to do him juſtice, 
That I was grown his Rival; he ſtrove hard, 
And would not turn me forth from out his Boſom, 
But call'd me till his Friend. And fee! he comes. 


Enter Lord Gu rrro zd. 


Oh, Guilford, juſt as thou wert ent'ring here, 
My Thought was running all thy Virtues o'er, 
And wond'ring how thy Soul could chooſe —_— 
So much unlike itſelf. 
GUILFORD. 
How cou'd my Tongue 
Take pleaſure, and be laviſh in thy Praiſe! 
How could I ſpeak thy Nobleneſs of Nature, 
Thy open manly Heart, thy Courage, Conftancy, 
And in- born Truth unknowing to diſfemble! 
Thou art the Man in whom my Soul delights, 
In whom, next Heav'n, I truſt. 
PEMBRORE. 
Oh! gen'rous Youth ! 
What can a Heart, ſtubborn and fierce, like mine, 
Return to all thy Sweetneſs > Let I wou'd, 
I wou'd be grateful. —Oh, my cruel Fortune 
Wou'd I had never ſeen her, never cal 
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Mine Eyes on Sufo/t's Daughter ! 
GUILFORD. 
So wou'd I; 
- Since *twas my Fate to ) ſee and love her firſt. 
2 PEMBROKE. 

Oh! Why ſhou'd ſhe, that univerſal Goodneſs, 
Like Light, a common Bleſſing to the World, 
Riſe like a Comet fatal to our Friendſhip, 

Andthreaten it with Ruin? 
| GUILFORD. 

Heaven forb'd ! 
But tell me, Pembroke, Is it not in Virtue 
To arm againſt this proud imperious Paſſion ? 


Does holy Friendſhip dwell fo near to Envy, \ 


She cauld not bear to fee another happy, 
If blind miſtaken Chance, and partial Beauty 
Should join to favor Guilford? —— 
PEMBROKXKE. 
Name it not, 
My fiery Spirits kindle at the Thought, 
_ hurry me to Rage. 
_ GUILFORD. 
And yet I think 
J ſhou'd not murmur, were thy Lot to proſper, 
And mine to be refus'd. Tho' ſure the Loſs 
Would wound me to the Heart. 
 PEMBRORXE. 
Ha! Could'ſ thou bear it? 
And yet perhaps thou might'ſt : Thy gentle Temper 
Is form'd with Paſſions mix d in due Proportion, 
Where no one over-bears nor plays the Tyrant, 
But join in Nature's Buſineſs and thy Happineſs: 
While mine diſdaining Reaſon and her Laws, 
Like all thou canſt imagine wild and furious, 
Now drive me headlong on, now whirl me Back, 


And 
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And hurry my unſtable flitting Soul 
To ev'ry mad Extreme. Then pity me, 
And let my Weakneſs ſtand. _—— 


Enter Sir Jon x GarTzs. 


GATES. 
The Lords of Council 
Wait with Impatience,— by 
PEMBROKE. 

I attend their Pleaſure, 
This only, and no more then. Whatſoever 
Fortune decrees, ſtill let us call to mind 
Our Friendſhip and our Honor. And ſince Love 
Condemns us to be Rivals for one Prize, 
Let us contend, as Friends and brave Men ought, 
With Openneſs and Juſtice to each other; 
That he who wins the Fair-One to his Arms, 
May take her as the Crown of great Deſert: 
And if the wretched Loſer does repine, 
His own Heart andthe World may all condemn him. 

[Exit Pembroke, 

wks U ILFORD. 

How croſs the Ways of Life lie! While we think 
We travel on direct in one high Road, | 
And have our Journey's End oppos'd in View, 

A thouſand thwarting Paths break in upon us, 

To puzzle and perplex our wand'ring Steps. 
Love, Friendſhip, Hatred, in their turns miſlead us, 
And ev'ry Paſſion has its ſeparate Intereſt. 

Where is that piercing Foreſight can unfold 

Where all this mazy Error will have end, 

And tell the Doom reſerv'd for me and Pembroke ? 
There is but one End certain, that is Death: 
Vet ev'n that Certainty is ſtill uncertain. 


For of thele ſeveral Tracks which lie before us, 
7 We 
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We know that one leads certainly to Death, 

But know not which that one is. Tis in vain, 
This blind Divining; let me think no more on't: 
And ſee the Miſtreſs of our Fate appear 


Enter Lach Jang Gray. Attendants. 


Hail, princely Maid! who with auſpicious Beauty 
Chear'ſt ev 'ry droop wohin Heart in this ſad Place, 
Who, like the filver Regent of the Night, 

Lift'ft up thy facred Beams upon the Land, 
To bid the Gloom look gay, diſpel! our Horrors, 
And make us leſs lament the ſetting Sun. 

Lady TAN E. 

Yes, Guilford; well doſt thou compare my Preſence 
To the faint Comfort of the waining Moon : 

Like her cold Orb, a chearleſs Gleam I bring, 
Silence and Heavineſs of Heart, with Dews 
To dreſs the Face of Nature all in Tears. 
But ſay, how fares the King ? 
GUILFORD. 

He lives as yet, 
But ev'ry Moment cuts away a Hope, ; 
Adds to our Fears, and gives the Infant Saint 
Great Proſpect of his 17 2 


Deſcend ye Choirs of 1 Tb ngels to 0 him, 
Tune your melodious to ſome high Strain, 
And waft him with a Song of Triumph : 
A purer Soul and one more like yourſelves, 
Ne'er enter'd at the golden Gates of Bliſs. 

Oh, Guilford! what remains for wretched England, 
When he, our Guardian-Angel, ſhall forſake us? 
For whoſe dear fake, Heav'n of 'd a guilty Land, 
And ſcatter'd nat its Plagues while Edward reign d. 


GUILFORD. 
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GUILFORD. af 
I own my Heart bleeds inward at the Thought, 
And riſing Horrors crowd the opening Scene. 
And yet, forgive me, thou, my native Country, 
Thou Land of Liberty, thou Nurſe of Heroes, 
Forgive me, if in ſpite of all thy Dangers, 
New Springs of Pleaſure flow within my Boſom, 
When thus tis giv'n me to behold thoſe Eyes, 
Thus gaze and wonder how excelling Nature 
Can give each Day new Patterns of her Skill, 
And yet at once ſurpaſs 'em. | 
Lady FANE. 
Oh, vain Flattery ! 
Harſh and ill-ſounding ever to my Ear ; 
But on a Day like this, the Raven's Note 
Strikes on my Senſe more ſweetly. But, no more, 
I charge thee touch th' ungrateful Theme no more; 
Lead me to pay my Duty to the King, 
To wet his pale cold Hand with theſe laſt Tears, 
And ſhare the Bleflings of his parting Breath. 
GUILFORD. 
Were I like dying Edward, ſure a Touch, 
Of this dear Hand would kindle Life a-ney. 
But I obey, I dread that gath'ring Frown ; 
And Oh! whene'er my Boſom ſwells with Paſſion, 
And my full Heart is pain'd with ardent Lov e, 
Allow me but to look on you, and ſigh; 
'Tis all the humble Joy that Gui/ford asks. 
Lay FANE. 

Still wilt thou. frame thy Speech to this vain Purpoſe, 
When the wan King of Terrors ſtalks before us, 
When univerſal Ruin gathers round, 

And no Eſeape is left us? Are we not 
_ Wretches in a Storm, r ev'ry Moment 
he greedy Deep is gaping to devour ? 
A | 37 Around 
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Around us ſee the pale deſpairing Crew, 

Wring their ſad Hands, and give their Labor o'er ; 

The Hope of Life has ev'ry Heart forſook, 

And Horror fits on each diſtracted Loox; 

One ſolemn Thought of Death does all employ, 
And cancels, like a Dream, Delight and Joy; 

One Sorrow ſtreams from all their weeping Eyes, 

And one conſenting Voice for Mercy cries : 

Trembling they dread juſt Heav'n's avenging Power, 

Mourn their paſt Lives, and wait the fatal Hour. 

[ Excunt, 
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ACT . SCENE I. 
SCENE continues. 


Enter the Duke of NORTHUMBERLAND, and the 
Dude of SUFFOLK, 


NORTHUMBERLAND. 


E T then be chear'd my Heart amidſt thy Mourning. 
Tho' Fate hang heavy o'er us, tho' pale Fear 
And wild Diſtraction fit on ev'ry Face; 
Tho? never Day of Grief was known like this, 

Let me rejoice, and bleſs the hallow'd Light, 

Whoſe Beams auſpicious ſhine upon our Union, 

And bid me call the noble Safe Brother. 

SUFFOLK. 
I know not what my ſecret Soul preſages, 
But ſomething ſeems to whiſper me within, 
That we have been too haſty. For myſelf, 
I wiſh this Matter had been yet delay'd ; 
That we had waited ſome more bleſſed Time, 
Some better Day with happier Omens hallow'd, 
For Love to kindle up his holy Flame. 
But you, my noble Brother, wou'd prevail, 
And I have yielded to you. 
NORTHUMBERLAND. 
Doubt not any thing ; 


Nor hold the Hour unlucky, W 
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Who ſoftens the Corrections of his Hand, 
Andi mixes ſtill a Comfort with Afflictions, 
Has giv 'n to-day a Bleſſing in our Children, 
To wipe away our Tears for dying Edward. 
SUFFOLK. 

Ia that I truſt. Good Angels be our Guard, 
And make my Fears prove vain. But ſee! my Wife! 
With her, your Son, the gen'rous Guilford comes; 


She has inform'd him of our preſent Purpoſe, 
Enter the Dutcheſs of SUFFOLK, and Lord Guilyon, 


GUILFORD. 
How ſhall I ſpeak the Fulneſs of my Heart ? 
_ ſhall fay, to bleſs you far this Gaqdneſs? 
ous Princeſs! But my Life is yours, 
. the Buſineſs of my Years to come, 
17 to attend with humbleſt Duty on you, 
And pay my vow'd Obedience at your Feet. 
| Dutcheſt ef SUFFOLK. 
Ves noble Youth, I ſhare in all thy Joys, 
In all the Joys which this ſad Day can give. 
The dear Delight I have to call thee Son, 
Comes like a Cordial to my drooping Spirits ; 
It broods with gentle Warmth upon my Boſom, 
And melts that Froft of Death which hung about me. 
But haſte! Inform my Danghter of our Pleaſure ; 
Let thy Tongue put on all its pleaſing Eloquence, 
Inſtruct thy Love to ſpeak of Comfort to her, 
To ſooth = Griefz, and chear the mourning Maid. 
| NORTHUMBERLAND. 
All deſolate and drown'd in flowing Tears, 
By Edna © the pious Princeſs fits ; 
Faſt from her lifted Eyes the pearly Drops 
Fall And ene er her Cheek, while holy 4 Ardor 
pour forth her lab ring Soul; 


And 


nd 


As ſtrive with Heav'n to ſave her dying Lord, 


To form the ſacred Union. Lady J A *, 
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And ev'ry Sigh is wing'd with Pray'rs fo potent, 


Dutcbeſi of SUFFOLK. 
From the firſt early Days of Infant Life, 
A gentle Band of Friendſhip grew betwixt 'em ; 
And while our royal Uncle Henry reign'd, 
As Brother and as Siſter bred together, 
Beneath one common Parent's care they liv'd, 
NORTHUMBERLAND. 
A wondrous Sympathy of Souls confpir'd 


Of all his royal Blood was ſtill the deareſt : 

In ev'ry innocent Delight they ſhar'd, 

They ſung, and danc'd, and fat, and walk'd together; 
Nay, in the graver Buſineſs of his Vouth, 

When Books and Learning call'd him from his Sports, 
Ev'n there the Princely Maid was his Companion. 
She left the ſhining Court to ſhare his Toil, 

To turn with him the grave Hiſtorian's Page, 

And tafte the Rapture of the Poet's Song ; 

To ſearch the Latin and the Grecian Stores, 

And wonder at the mighty Minds of old. 


Enter Lady Jang GRAY, weeping. 
Ta FA NE. 
Wo't thou not break, my Heart ! 
SUFFOLK. 


Alas! What mean'ft thou? 
GUILFORD. 
Oh, ſpeak! 


Dutcheſs of SUFFOLK: 
How fares the King ? | | 
NORTHUMBERLAND. 
Say, is he dead? 
Lagy FANE. 
The Saints and Angels have him. 


bug 
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Dutcheſs of SUFFOLK. 
When | left: Bm, 
He ſeem'd a little chear'd, juſt as you enter d 
Lay FANE. — :. | 
AsI approach'd to kneel and pay my Duty, 
He rais'd his feeble Eyes, and faintly ſmiling, 
Are you then come? he cry'd: I only liv'd, 
To bid farewel to thee, my gentle Couſin, 
To ſpeak a few ſhort Wards to thee, and die. 
With that he preſt my Hand, and Oh! — he ſaid, 
When I am gone, do thou be good to Ergland; 
Keep to that Faith in which we both were bred, 
And to the End be conſtant. More I wou'd, 
But cannot. There his,falt'ring Sp'rits fail'd, 
And turning ev'ry Thought from Earth at once, 
To that bleſt Place where all his Hopes were fix'd, 
Earneſt he pray'd ;——Merciful, great Defender! 
Preſerve thy holy Altars undefil d. 
Protect this Land from bloody Men and Idols, 
Save my poor People from the Voke of Rome, 
And take thy painful Servant to thy Mercy. 
Then ſinking on his Pillow, with a Sigh, 
He breath'd his innocent and faithful Soul 
Into his Hands who gave it. 
GUILFORD. 
Crowns of Glory, 


Such as the brighteſt Angels wear, be on him; 
. Peace guard his Aſhes here, and Paradiſe 
With all its endleſs Bliſs be open to him. 


NORTHUMBERLAND. 
Our Grief be on his Grave. Our preſent Duty 
Enjoins to ſee his laſt Commands obey'd. 
J hold it fit his Death be not made known 
To any but our Friends. To- morrow early 
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Mean while, I beg your Grace wou d ſtrait inform 
[To the Dutcheſs of Suffolk. 
Your Princely Daughter of our Reſolution; 
Our common Int're{t in that happy Tie, 
Demands our ſwifteſt Care to ſee it finiſh'd. 
Dutcheſs of SUFFOLK. 
My Lord, you have determin'd well. Lord Gailford, 
Be it your Task to ſpeak at large our Purpoſe. 
Daughter, receive this Lord as one whom I, 
Your Father, and his own, ordain your Husband : - 
What more concerns our Will, and your Obedience, 
We leave you to receive from him at leiſure. 
[Exeunt Duke and Dutcheſs of Suffolk, 
and Duke of Northumberland. 
GUILFORD. 
Wo't thou not ſpare a Moment from thy Sorrows; 
And bid theſe bubbling Streams forbear to flow ? 
Wo't thou not give one Interval to Joy, | 
One little Pauſe, while humbly I unfold 
The happieſt Tale my Tongue was ever bleſt with? 
Lady FANE. 
My Heart is cold within me, ev'ry Senſe 
Is dead to Joy ; but I will hear thee, Guilford, 
Nay, I muſt hear thee, ſuch is her Command, 
Whom early Duty taught me ſtill t' obey, 
But Oh! forgive me, if to all thy Story, 
Tho' Eloquence Divine attend thy ſpeaking, 
Tho? ev'ry Muſe and ev'ry Grace do crown thee ; 
Forgive me, if I cannot better anſwer, 
Than weeping — thus, and thus 
GUILFORD. 
is | If I offend thee, 
Let me be dumb for ever; let not Life 
Inform theſe breathing Organs of my Voice, 
If any Sound from me diſturb thy Quiet. 
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What is my Peace or eſs to thine ? 
No; tho' our noble Parents had decreed, 
And urg'd high Reaſons which import the State, 
This Night to give thee to my faithful Arms, 
My faireſt Bride, my only earthly Bliſs. 
| Lac FANE. 
How ! Guilford! on this Night 
GUILFORD. 
| This Night, 
Yet if ho art reſolv'd to croſs my Fas * | 
If this my utmoſt Wiſh ſhall give thee Pain, 
Now rather let the Stroke of Death fall on me, 
And ftretch me out a lifeleſs Corſe before thee : 
Let me be ſwept away with Things forgotten, 
Be huddled up in ſome obſcure blind Grave, 
Exe thou ſhould'ſt ſay my Love has made thee wretched, 
Or drop one * Tear for Guilford's ſake. 
Lach FANE. 
Alas! I have too much of Death already, 
And want not thine to furniſh out new Horror. 
Oh! Dreadful Thought! If thou wert dead indeed, 
What Hope were left me then? Yes, I will own, 
Spite of the Bluſh that burns my maiden Cheek, 
My Heart has fondly lean'd toward thee long: 
Thy Sweetneſs, Virtue, and unblemiſh'd Youth, 
Have won a Place for thee within my Boſom : 
And if my Eyes look coldly on — now, 
And ſhun thy Love on this difaſtrous Day, 
It is becauſe I odd not deal fo hardly, | 
To give thee Sighs for all thy faithful Vows, 
And pay thy Tenderneſs with nought but Tears, 
And yet tis all I have. 
| GUILFORD: 293 $i . 
| I ak no . 1. 
| Let me but call thee mine, confirm that Hope; 


To 
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To charm the Doubts which vex my anxious Soul ; 
For all the reſt, do thou allot it for me, | 
And at thy pleaſure portion out my Bleſſings. 
My Eyes ſhall learn to ſmile or weep from thine, 
Nor will I think of Joy while thou art fad. 
Nay, could'ſt thou be ſo cruel to command it, 
I will forgo a Bridegroom's ſacred Right, 
And ſleep far from thee, on th' unwholſom Earth, 
Where Damps ariſe, and whiſtling Winds blow loud. 
Then, wg the Day returns, come drooping to thee, 
My Locks ftill driazling with the Dews of Night, 
And chear my Heart with thee as with the 1Mc:ning. 
Lady JANE. 

Say, Wo't thou conſecrate the Night to Sorrow, 
And give up ev'ry Senſe to ſolemn Sadne! ? 
Wo't thou, in watching, waſte the tedious Hour: ; 
Sit ſilently and careful by my Side, 
Liſt to the tolling Clocks, the Cricket's Cry, 
And ev'ry melancholy Midnight Noiſe ? 
Say, Wo't thou baniſh Pleaſure and Delight? 
Wo't thou forget that ever we have lov'd, 
And only now and then let fall a Tear, 
To mourn for Edward's Loſs, and England's Fate? 

GUILFORD. 

Unweary'd ſtill I will attend thy Woes, 
And be a very faithful Partner to thee. 
Near thee I will complain in Sighs as numberleſs, 
As Murmurs breathing in the leafy Grove: | 
My Eyes ſhall mix-their falling Drops with thine, 
Conſtant, as never-ceafing Waters roll, 
That purl and gurgle o'er their Sands for ever. 
The Sun ſhall ſee my Grief, thro? all his Courſe ;. 
And when Night comes, fad Philomel, who plains 
From ſtarry Veſper to the roſy Dawn, 
Shall ceaſe to tune her lamentable Song, 


Ere 


210 Tach JANE GRA x. 
Ere I give o' er to weep and mourn with thee, 
FANE. 
Here then I take thee to'my Heart for ever, 
[ Giving her Hard. 
The dear Companion of my future Days; 
Whatever Providence allots for each, 
Be that the common Portion of us both : 
Share all the Griefs of thy unhappy IAN 
But if good Heav'n have any Joy in ſtore, 
Let that be all thy own. 
| GUILFORD, 
Thou wondrous Goodneſs ! 
Heav'n gives too much at once in giving thee. 
And by the common Courſe of things below, 
Where each Delight is temper'd with n 
Some evil terrible and unforeſeen 
Muſt fare enſue, to poiſe the Scale againſt 
This vaſt profuſion of exceeding Pleaſure. 
But be it ſo, let it be Death and Ruin, 
On any Terms I take thee. | 
Lady JANE. 
Tru our Fate 
To him whoſe gracious Wiſdom guides our Ways, 
And makes what we think Evil turn to Good. 
Permit me now to leave thee and retire ; 
I'll ſummon all my Reaſon and my Duty, 
To ſoath this Storm within, and frame my Heart 
To yield Obedience to my noble Parents. | 
GUILFORD. 
Good Angels miniſter their Comforts to thee. 
And, Oh! If as my fond Belief wou'd hope, 
If any Ward of mine be gracious to thee, 
I beg thee, I conjure thee, drive away 
Thoſe murd'rous Thoughts of Grief that kill thy Quiet, 
Reſtore thy gentle Boſom's native Peace, 10 
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Liſt up the Light of Gladneſs in thy Eyes, 
And chear my Heavineſs with one dear Smile. 
Lach F ANE. 

Yes, Guilford, I will ſtudy to forget 
All that the Royal Ezward has been to me, 
How we have lov'd, ev'n from our very Cradles. 
My private Loſs no longer will I mourn, 
But ev'ry tender Thought to thee ſhall turn: 
With Patience I'll ſubmit to Heav'n's Decree, 
And what I loſt in Edward, find in thee, 
But Oh! when I revolve what Ruins wait 
Our finking Altars, and the falling State: 
When I conſider what my Native Land 
Expected from her pious Sovereign's Hand; b 
How form'd he was to ſave her from Diſtreſs, 
A King to govern, and a Saint to bleſs : 
New Sorrow to my lab'ring Breaſt ſucceeds, 
And my whole Heart for wretched England bleeds. 
| | | [Exit. 
GUILFORD. 


My Heart ſinks in me at her ſoft complaining, 
And ev'ry moving Accent that ſhe breathes, 
Reſolves my Courage, ſlackens my tough Nerves, 
And melts me down to Infancy and Tears. 

My Fancy palls, and takes diſtaſte at Pleaſure; 

My Soul grows out of Tune, it loaths the World, 
Sickens at all the Noiſe and Folly of it; 

And I cou'd fit me down in ſome dull Shade, 
Where lonely Contemplation keeps her Cave, 

And dwells with hoary Hermits ; there forget myſelf, 
There fix my ſtupid Eyes upon the Earth, 

And mule away an Age in deepeſt Melancholy. 
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PEMBROKRKE. ; 
Eduard is dead; ſo ſaid the Great Northumberland, 
As now he ſhot along by me in haſte ;. 
He preſs d my Hand, and in a Whiſper begg'd me 
To guard the Secret carefully as Life, 
Till ſome few Hours ſhou'd paſs ; for much hung on it, 
Much may indeed hang on it. See my Guilford ! 


My Friend! - eating to hin. 
| GUILFORD. 

Ha ! Pembroke ! | [Starting 
 PEMBROKE. 


Wherefore doſt thou fart? 
Why fits that wild Diſorder on thy Viſage, 
Somewhat that looks like Paſſions ſtrange to thee, 
The Paleneſs of Surprize and ghaſtly Fear? 
Since I have known "thee firſt, and call'd thee Friend, 
I never ſaw thee ſo unlike thyſelf, | 
So chang'd upon a ſudden. 
GUILFORD. 
How ! ſo chang'd! 
PEMBRORXE. 
So to my Eye thou ſeem'ſt, 
GUILFORD. 
The King is dead, 
PEMBRORE. 
J learn'd it from thy Father, 
| Juſt as he enter'd here. But ſay, Cou'd that, 
A Fate which ev'ry Moment we expected, 
Diſtract thy Thought, or ſhock thy Temper thus? 
GUILFORD. 
Oh! Pembroke! "Tis in vain to hide from thee ; 
For thou haſt look'd into my artleſs Boſom, 
And ſeen at once the hurry of my Soul, 
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'Tis true, thy coming ſtruck me with Surprize, 
] have a Thought——But wherefore ſaid I One? 
[ have a thouſand Thoughts all up in Arms, 
Like pop'lous Towns diſturb d at Dead of Night, 
That mix'd in Darkneſs, buſtle to and fro, 
As if their Bufineſs were to make Confuſion, 
PEMBROKE. 
Then ſure our better Angels calPd me hither ; 
For this is Friendſhip's Hour, and Friendſhip's Office, 
To come when Council and when Help is wanting, 
To ſhare the Pain of ev'ry gnawing Care, 
To ſpeak of Comfort in the Time of Trouble, 
To reach a Hand, and ſave thee from Adverſity. 
GUILFORD. 
And wo't thou be a Friend to me indeed ? 
And while I lay my Boſom bare before thee, 
Wo't thou deal tenderly, and let thy Hand 
Paſs gently over ev'ry painful Part? 
Wo't thou with Patience hear, and judge with Temper ? 
And if perchance thou meet with ſomewhat harſh, 
Somewhat to rouze thy Rage, and grate thy Soul, 
Wo't thou be Maſter of thyſelf, and bear it? 
PEMBROKE. 
Away with all this needleſs Preparation! 
Thou know'ſt thou art ſo dear, ſo ſacred to me, 
That I can never think thee an Offender. 
f it were ſo, that I indeed muſt judge thee, 
| ſhou'd take part with thee againſt myſelf, 
And call thy Fault a Virtue. 
GUILFORD. 
But ſuppoſe 
The Thought were ſomewhat that concern'd our Love. 
PEMBROKE.. 
No more; thou know'ſt we ſpoke of that to-day, 
And on what Terms we leſt it. Tis a Subject, - 
| | { - 
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Of which, if poſſible, I wou'd not think: 
I beg that we may mention it no more. 
| GUILFORD. 
Can we not ſpeak of it with Temper? 
FEMBROKE. 
No. 


Thou know f I cannot. Therefore, pr'ythee ſpare i it, 


| GUILFORD. 

Oh! Cou'd the Secret, I wou'd tell thee, ſleep, 
And the World never know it, my fond Tongue 
Shou'd ceaſe from ſpeaking, ere I wou'd unfold it, 
Or vex thy Peace with an officious Tale. 

But fince, howe'er ungrateful to thy Ear, 
It muſt be told thee once, hear it from me. 
PEMBROKE. 


Speak then, and eaſe the Doubts that ſhock my Soul. 


GUILFORD. 
Suppoſe thy Guilford's better Stars prevail, 

And crown his Love 

PEMBROKE. 

Say not fuppoſe : Tis done, 

Seck not for vain Excuſe, or ſoft'ning Words; 
Thou haſt prevaricated with thy Friend, 
By under-hand Contrivances undone me ; 
And while my open Nature truſted in thee, 
Thou haft ſtepp'd in between me and my Hopes, 
And raviſh'd from me all my Soul held dear. 


Thou haſt betray'd me 
 _GCUIL FORD. 


How! betray'd thee, Pembroke ? 


PEMBROKE. 


Ye falſly, like a Traitor. 
COMEDY ED. 


Rave ace 
PE M. 
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PEMBROKE. 2 
But think not I will bear the foul Play from thee ; 
There was but this which I cou'd ne'er forgive. 
My Soul is up in Arms, my injur'd Honor, 
Impatient of the Wrong, calls for Revenge; 
And tho” I love thee — fondly 
GUILFORD. | 
| Hear me yet, 
And Pembroke ſhall acquit me to himſelf. 
Hear, while I tell how Fortune dealt between us, 
And gave the yielding Beauty to my Arms — 
. PEMBROKE. | 
What, hear it! ſtand and liſten to thy Triomph 
Thou think'ſt me tame indeed. No, hold, I charge thee, 
Left I forget that ever we were Friends, 
Leſt in the Rage of diſappointed Love, 
I ruſh at once and tear thee for thy F allhood. 


GUILFORD. 1 Ie 
Thou warn'ſ me well; and I were WY as thou art, 
To truſt the ſecret Sum of all my Happineſs, 
With one not Maſter of himſelf. Farewell. [ Going. 
ALA el 
Ha! art thou going? think not thus to part, 
Nor leave me on the Rack of this Uncertainty. 
GUILFORD. 
What would'ſt thou further? 
PEMBROKE. 
| Tell it to me all; 
day, thou art marry'd, ſay thou haſt poſſeſs' d her, 
And rioted in vaſt Exceſs of Bliſs ; | 
That I may curſe myſelf, and thee, and her. 
Come, tell me how thou didſt ſupplant thy Friend? 
How didſt thou look with that betraying * 
And ſmiling, plot my Ruin? 


GUILFORD. 
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| GUILFORD. 
Give me way, 
When thew-ant hotter teniper's, I may tell thee, 
And vindicate at full my Love and Friendſhip. 
. PEMBROKE. 

And doſt thou hope to ſhun me then, thou Traitor ? 
No, I will have it now, this Moment from thee, 
„ 

GUILFORD. 

Aran chen Mann! I would talk to Winds, 
And reaſon with the rude tempeſtuous Surge, 
Sooner than hold Diſcourſe with Rage like thine. 

 PEMBRORKE. © 

Tell it, or by my injur'd Love I ſwear, 

[Ting his Hand upon his Scrora. 
I'll ſtab the lurking Treaſon in thy Heart. 
- GUILFORD. 
Ha! Stay thee there; ver tot thy frantic Hand 
[Stopping him. 
Unſheath thy Weapon. If the Sword be drawn, 
If once we met on Terms like thoſe, farewel 
To ev'ry Thought of Friendſhip; one muſt fall. 
| PEMBROKE. 
Curſe on thy Friendſhip, I wou'd break the Band. 
"GUILFORD. 

That as you pleaſe— Beſide, this Place is ſacred, 
And wo'not be profan'd with Brawls and Outrage. 
You know, I dare be found on any Summons. 

 PEMBROKE. 

'Tis well. My Vengeance ſhall not loiter long. 
Henceforward let the Thoughts of our paſt Lives 
Be turn'd to deadly and remorſeleſs Hate. 

Here I give up the empty Name of Friend, 
Renounce all Gentleneſs, all Commerce with thee, 


To Death defy thee as my mortal Foe ; 


* 
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And when we meet again, may ſwift Deſtruction 
Rid me of thee, or rid me of myſelf. [ Exit Pembroke, 
GUILFORD. | 

The Fate I ever fear'd, is fall'n upon me; 

And long ago my boding Heart divine 

A Breach, like this, from his ungovern'd Rage. 

Oh, Pembroke! thou haſt done me much Injuſtice, 

For I have borne thee true unfeign'd Affection; 

'Tis paſt, and thou art loſt to me for ever. 

Love is, or ought to be, our greateſt Bliſs ; 

Since ev'ry other Joy, how dear ſoever, 

Gives way to that, and we leave all for Love. 

At the imperious Tyrant's lordly Call, 

In ſpite of Reaſon and Reſtraint we come, 

Leave Kindred, Parents, and our native Home. 

The trembling Maid, with all her Fears, he charms, 

And pulls her from her weeping Mother's Arms: 

He laughs at all our Leagues, and in proud Scorn 

Commands the Bands of Friendſhip to be torn : 

Diſdains a Partner ſhould partake his Throne, 

But reigns unbounded, lawleſs, and alone, [ Exit. 
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ACT IL SCENE - 
The 'TOWER. 
Enter PR MBROEK E and GAR DIN ER. 


GAR DIVE R. 


| AV, by the Rood, my Lord, you were to blame, 
To let a hair-brain'd Paſſion be your Guide, 
And hurry you into ſuch mad Extremes. 
Marry, you might have made much worthy Profit 
By patient hearing ; the unthiuking Lord 
Had brought farth ev'ry Secret of his Soul, 
Then when you were the Maſter of his Boſom, 
That were the time to uſe him with Contempt, 
And turn his Friendſhip back upon his Hands. 
PEMBROKE. 
Thou talk'ſt as if a Madman could be wiſe. 
Oh, Winchefter ! thy hoary frozen Age 
Can never gueſs my Pain; can never know 
The burning Tranſports of untam'd Deſire. 
I tell thee, rev'rend Lord, to that one Bliſs, 
To the Enjoyment of that lovely Maid, 
As to their Centre, I had drawn each Hope, 
And ev'ry Wiſh my furious Soul cou'd form; 
Still with regard to that my Brain forethought, 
And faſhion'd ev'ry Action of my Life. | 
Then, to be robb'd at once, and unſuſpecting, 
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Be daſh'd in all the Height of Expectation 
It was not to be borne. 
GAR DINE R. 
Have you not heard of what has happen'd ſince ? 
 __PEMBROKE. 
I * not had a Minute's Peace of Mind, 
A Moment's Pauſe, to reſt from Rage, or think. 
GARDINER. 
Learn it from me then : But ere I ſpeak, 
I warn you to be Maſter of yourſelf. _ 
Though, as you know, they have confin'd me long, 
Gra'mercy to their Goodneſs, Pris'ner here; 
Yet as I am allow'd to walk at large 
Within the Toxver, and hold free Speech with any, 
| have nat dreamt away my thoughtleſs Hours, 
Without good Heed to theſe our righteous Rulers. 
To prove this true, this Morn a truſty Spy 
Has brought me Word, that yeſter Ev'ning late, 
In ſpite of all the Grief for Edward”s Death, 
Your Friends were marry'd. 
PEMBRORKE. 
Marry'd! who ?——Damnation ! 
GARDINER. 
Lord Guilford Dudley, and the Lady ANA. 
PEMBROKE. 
Curſe on my Stars! 
GARDINER. 
Nay, in the Name of Grace, 
Reſtrain this finful Paſſion ; all's not loſt 
In this one ſingle Woman. 
PEMBROK B. 
I have loſt 
. chan the Female World can give me back. 
[ had beheld ev'n her whole Sex, unmov'd, 
Look'd o'er em like a Bed of gaudy Flowers, 
L 2 That 
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That lift their painted Heads, and live a Day, 
Then ſhed their trifling Glories unregarded : 
My Heart diſdain'd their Beauties, till ſhe came, 
With ev'ry Grace that Nature's Hand could give, 
And with a Mind fo great, it ſpoke its Eſſence 
Immortal and Divine. 
| GARDINER. 
Lo She was a Wonder ; 
Detraction muſt allow that. 
PEMBROKXKE. 
The Virtues came, 
Sorted in gentle Fellowſhip, to crown her, 
As if they meant to mend each other's Work. 
Candor with Goodneſs, Fortitude with Sweetneſs, 
Strict Piety, and Love of Truth, with Learning, 
More than the Schools of Athens ever knew, 
Or her own Plato taught. A Wonder! Wincheſter! 
Thou know'ſt not what ſhe was, nor can I ſpeak her, 
More than to ſay, She was that only Bleſſing 
My Soul was ſet upon, and I have loſt her. 
GARDINER. 
' Your State is not ſo bad as you wou'd make it; 
Nor need you thus abandon ev'ry Hope. 
| PEMBROKE. 
Ha! wo't thou ſave me, ſnatch me from Deſpair, 
And bid me live again? 
GARDINER. 
She may be yours. 
her Husband die, 
PEMBROKE. 
O vain, vain Hope! 
GARDINER. | 
Marry, I do not hold that hope fo vain. - 
Theſe Goſpellers have had their golden Days, 
And lorded it at Will; with proud Deſpite, 
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Have troden down our holy Roman Faith, 
' Ranſack'd our Shrines, and driv'n her Saints to Exile. 
But if my Divination fail me not, 
Their haughty Hearts ſhall be abas'd ere long, 
And feel the Vengeance of our Mary's Reign. 
PEMBROKE. 

And would'ſt thou have my fierce Impatience ſtay? 
Bid me lie bound upon a Rack, and wait 
For diſtant Joys, whole Ages yet behind ? 

Can Love attend on Politicians Schemes, 

Expect the flow Events of cautious Counſels, 

Cold unreſolving Heads, and creeping Time? 
 GARDINER. 

To-day, or I am ill-inform'd, Northumberland, 
With eaſy Suffolk, Guilford, and the reſt, 

Meet here in Council on ſome deep Deſign, 
Some traiterous Contrivance, to protect 
Their upſtart Faith from near approaching Ruin. 
But there are Puniſhments=—— Halters and Axes 
For Traitors, and conſuming Flames for Heretics. 
The happy Bridegroom may be yet cut ſhort, 
Ev'n in his higheſt Hope. But go not you; 
Howe'er the fawning Sire, old Dudley, court you; 
No, by the holy Rood, I charge you, mix not 
With their pernicious Counſels. — Miſchief waits em, 
Sure, certain, unavoidable Deſtruction. 
PEMBROKRKE. 

Ha! join with them! the curſed Dudley's Race! 
Who, while they held me in their Arms, betray'd me; 
Scorn'd me for not ſuſpecting they were Villains, 
And made a mock'ry of my eaſy Friendſhip. 

No, when I do, Diſhonor be my Portion, 
And ſwift Perdition catch me; Join wich them! 
GARDINER. 
I wou'd not have 1 Hie you to the City, 
> | 3 
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And join with thoſe who love our ancient Faith. 

Gather your Friends about you, and be ready 

T” aſſert our zealous Mary's royal Title, 

And doubt not but her grateful Hand ſhall give you 

To ſee your Soul's Defire upon your Enemies. 

The Church ſhall pour her ample Treaſures forth too, 

And pay you with ten thouſand Years of Pardon. 
PEMBROKXKE, 


No; keep your Bleſſings back, and give me Vengeance, 


Give me to tell that ſoft Deceiver Guilford, 
Thus, Traitor, haſt thou done, thus haſt thou wrong'd me, 
And thus thy Treaſon finds a juſt Reward. 
. GAR DI ER. 

But ſoft! no more! the Lords o th Council come. 
Ha! by the Mafs, the Bride and Bridegroom too 
Retire with me, my Lord ; we muſt not meet 'em. 

| PEMBROKE. 

"Tis they themſelves, the curſed happy Pair! 
Haſte, Winchefter, haſte! let us fly for ever, 

And drive her from my very Thoughts, if poſſible. 
Oh! Love what have I loſt Oh] rev'rend Lord! 
Pity this fond, this fooliſh Weakneſs in me! 
Methinks, I go like our firſt wretched Father, 
When from his bliſsful Garden he was driv'n: 
Like me he went deſpairing, and like me, 

Thus at the Gate ſtopt ſhart for one laſt View; 
Then with the chearleſs Partner of his Woe, 

He turn'd him to the World that lay below : 
There, for bis Lden's happy Plains, beheld 

A barren, wild, uncomfortable Field; 

He ſaw twas vain the Ruin to deplore, 

He try'd to give the fad Remembrance o er; 

The ſad Remembrance ſtill return d again, 

And his loſt Paradiſe renew'd his Pain. 


[Exeunt Pembroke and Gardiner. 
Enter 
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Enter Lord Guilrox , and Lady JANE. 
GUILFORD. 

What ſhall I ſay to thee! What Pow'r Divine 
Will teach my Tongue to tell thee what I feel? 
To pour the Tranſports of my Boſom forth, 
And make thee Partner of the Joy dwells there? 
For thou art comfortleſs, full of Affliction, 
Heavy of Heart as the forſaken Widow, 
And deſolate as Orphans, Oh, my Fair-One ! 
Thy Edward ſhines amongſt the brighteſt Stars, 
And yet thy Sorrows ſeek him in the Grave. 
Lady F A NE. 
Alas, my deareſt Lord? a thouſand Griefs 
Beſet my anxious Heart ; and yet;-as if 
The Burden were too little, I have added 
The Weight of all thy Cares; and like the Miſer, 
Increaſe of Wealth has made me but more wretched. 
The Morning Light ſeems not to riſe as uſual, 
It dawns not to me, like my Virgin Days, 
But brings new Thoughts and other Fears upon me; 
I tremble, and my anxious Heart is pain d, 
Leſt ought but Good ſhould happen to my Guilferd. 
| GUILFORD. 
Nothing but Good can happen to thy Gu/ford, 
While thou art by his Side, his better Angel, 
His Blefling and his Guard. _ | 
Lag FANE. 
Why came we hither? 
Why was I drawn to this unlucky Place, 
This Tow'r, fo often ſtain'd with royal Blood? 
Here the Fourth Edward's helpleſs Sons were murder d, 
And pious Henry fell by ruthleſs Gl er: 
Is this the Place allotted for rejoicing ? 


The Bow'r adorn'd to keep our nuptial Feaſt in? 
L 4 Methinks 
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Methinks Suſpicion and Diſtruſt dwell here, 
Staring with meagre Forms thro' grated Windows; 
Death lurks within, 'and unrelenting Puniſhments; 
Without, grim Danger, Fear, and fierceſt Pow'r 
Sit on the rude old Tow'rs, and Gothic Battlements : 
While Horror overlooks the dreadful Wall, 
And frowns on all around. 
| GUILFORD. 
In Safety here, 
The Lords o' th' Council have this Morn decreed 
To meet, and with united Care ſupport 
The feeble tott'ring State. To thee, my Princeſs, 
Whoſe royal Veins are rich in Henry's Blood, 
With one conſent the nobleſt Heads are bow'd ? 
From thee they ask à Sanction to their Counſels, 
And from thy healing Hand expect a Cure, 
For p r Loſs in Edward. 
Lay JANE. 

How ! from me! 

Alas, py. Lord! — Bat ſure thou mean'ſt to mock me ? 
| GUILFORD. 
No, by the Love my faithful Heart is full of! 

But fee, thy Mother, gracious Suffolk, comes 
To intercept my Story : She ſhall tell thee ; 
For in her Look I read the lab'ring Thought, 
What vaſt Event thy Fate is now diſcloſing. 


Enter the Dutcheſs of Sur FOLK. 


Dutcheſs of SUFFOLK. 
No more complain, indulge thy Tears no more, | 
Thy pious Grief has giv'n the Grave its Due: | | 
Let thy Heart kindle with the bigheſt Hopes ; 
Expand thy Boſom, let thy Soul enlarg'd 
Make room to entertain the coming Glory ; 
For Majeſty and purple Greatneſs court thee ; 
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Homage and low Subjection wait: A Crown, 
That makes the Princes of the Earth like Gods; 
A Crown, my Daughter, Eng/and's Crown attends, 
To bind thy Brows with its imperial Wreath. 
| Lady F ANE. 85 
Amazement chills my Veins! What ſays my Mother? 
Dutcheſs of SUFFOLK. 
''Tis Heav'n's Decree; for our expiring Edward, 
When now, juſt ſtruggling to his native Skies, 
Ev'n on the Verge of Heav'n, in fight of Angels, 
That hover'd round to waft him to the Stars, 
Ev'n then declar'd my JANE his Succeſſor. 
Lady FANE. 
Cou'd Edward do this? Cou'd the dying Saint 
Bequeath his Crown to me ? Oh, fatal Bounty ! 
To me! but 'tis impoſſible ! we dream. 
A thouſand and a thouſand Bars oppoſe me, 
Riſe in my Way, and intercept my Paſſage. 
Ev'n you, my gracious Mother, what muſt you be, 
Ere I can be a Queen? 
Dutcheſs of SUFFOLK. 
That, and that only, 
Thy Mother ; fonder of that tender Name, 
Than all the proud Additions Pow'r can give. 
Yes, I will give up all my Share of Greatneſs, 
And live in low Obſcurity for ever, | 
To ſee thee rais'd, thou Darling of my Heart, 
And fix'd upon a Throne. But ſee! thy Father, 
Northumberland, with all the Council, come 
To pay their vow'd Allegiance at thy Feet, 
To knee), and call thee Queen. 
La JANE. 
| Support me, Guilford; 
Give me thy Aid: Stay thou my fainting Soul, 
And help me to repreſs this growing Danger. 
| I. 5 . Euter 
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Enter SUFFOLE, eee Lords, 
and others of the Privy-Council. 


NORTHUMBERLAND. 

Hail, ſacred Princeſs ! ſprung from ancient Kings, 
Our England's deareſt Hope, undoubted Offspring 
Of York and Lancaſter's united Line; 

By whoſe bright Zeal, by whoſe victorious F aith, 

Guarded and fenc'd around, our pure Religion, 

That Lamp of Truth which ſhines upon our Altars, 

Shall lift its golden Head and flouriſh long ; 

Beneath whoſe awful Rule, and righteous Sceptre, 

The plenteous Years ſhall roll in long Succeſſion ; 

Law ſhall prevail, and ancient Right take place, 

Fair Liberty ſhall lift her chearful Head, 

Fearleſs of T s and proud Oppreſſion; 

No ſad Complaining in our Streets ſhall cry, 

But Juſtice ſhall be exercis'd in Mercy, 

Hail, royal Jaxx! behold, we bend our Knees 

: [They kneel. 

The Pledge of Homage, and thy Land's Obedience; 

With humbleſt Duty thus we kneel, and own thee 

Our Liege, our Soy'reign Lady, and our Queen. 
Lay F ANE. 

Oh, riſe! 

My Father, riſe ! [To Suffolk. 

And you, my Father too ! 

| [To Northumberland. 
Riſe all, nor cover me with this Confuſion. [They riſe. 
What means this Mock, this masking Shew of Greatne(: ? 
Why do you hang theſe Pageant Glories on me, 
And dreſs me up in Honors not my own ? 

NORTHUMBERLAND. 

The Daughters of our late great Maſter Henry 

Stand both by Law excluded from Succeſſion, 
7232 | To 
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To make all firm, 

And fix a Pow'r unqueſtion'd i in your Hand, 
Edward, by Will, bequeath'd his Crown to you ; 
And the concurring Lords in Council met, 


Have ratify'd the Gift. 


Lady FANE. 
Are Crowns and Empire, 


The Government and Safety of Mankind, 
Trifles of ſuch light Moment, to be left 
Like ſome rich Toy, a Ring, or fancy'd Gem, ö 
The Pledge of parting Friends? Can Kings do thus, 
And give away a People for a Legacy? 
NORTHUMBERLAND. 
Forgive me, princely Lady, if my Wonder 
Seizes each Senſe, each Faculty of Mind, 
To ſee the utmoſt Wiſh the Great can form, 
A Crown, thus coldly met: A Crown! which lighted, 
And left in Scorn by you, ſhall ſoon be ſought, 
And find a joyful Wearer; one, perhaps, 
Of Blood unkindred to your royal Houſe ; 
And fix its Glories in another Line. 
Lat FANE. 
Where art thou now, thou Partner of my Cares ? 
[ Tarning to Guilford, 
Come to my Aid, and help to bear this Burden : 
Oh! ſave me from this Sorrow, this Misfortune, 
Which in the Shape of gorgeous Greatneſs comes. 
To crown, and make a Wretch of me for ever. 
GUILFORD. | 
Thou weep'ſt, my Queen, and hang'ſt thy drooping 
Head, ; ! 
Like nodding Poppies, heavy with the Rain, 
That bow their weary Necks, and bend to Earth. 
See, by thy Side, thy faithful Gai/ford ſtands, 
Prepar'd to keep Diſtreſs and Danger from thee, 
| To 
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To wear thy ſacred Cauſe upon his Sword, 
And war againſt the World in thy Defence. 
NORTHUMBERLAND. 
Oh! ſtay this inauſpicious Stream of Tears, 
And chear your People with one gracious Smile, 
Nor comes your Fate in ſuch a dreadful Form, 
To bid you ſhun it. Turn thoſe ſacred Eyes 
On the bright Proſpe& Empire ſpreads before you. 
Methinks I ſee you ſeated on the Throne; 
Beneath your Feet the Kingdom's great Degrees 
In bright Confuſion ſhine, Mitres and Coronets, 
The various Ermin, and the glowing Purple ? 
Aſſembled Senates wait with awful Dread, 
To firm your high Commands, and make 'em Fate. 
Lady FANE. 
| You turn to view the painted Side of Royalty, 
And cover. all the Cares that lurk beneath, 
Is it, to be a Queen, to fit aloft, 
In ſolemn, dull, uncomfortable State, 
The flatter'd Idol of a ſervile Court? 
Is it, to draw a pompous Train along, 
A Pageant, for the wond'ring Crowd to gaze at? 
Is it, in Wantonneſs of Pow'r to reign, 
And make the World ſubſervient to my Pleaſure ? 
Is it not rather, to be greatly wretched, 
To watch, to toil, to take a ſacred Charge, 
To bend each Day before high Heav'n, and own, 
This People haſt thou truſted to my Hand, 
And at my Hand, I know, thou ſhalt require em? 
Alas! Northumberland ! —— My Father is it not 
'Fo live a Life of Care, and 0 lag T die, 
Have more to anſwer for before my Judge, 
Than any of my Subjects? | 
Nene of SUFFOLX. 
Ev'ry State 
Allotted 
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Allotted to the Race of Man below, 
Is, in proportion, doom'd to taſte ſome Sorrow. 
Nor is the golden Wreath on a King's Brow 
Exempt from Care : and yet, who wou'd not bear it ? 
Think on the Monarchs of our royal Race, 
They liv'd not for themſelves: How many Bleflings, 
How many lifted Hands ſhall pay thy Toil, 
If for thy People's Good thou happ'ly borrow 
Some Portion from the Hours of Reſt, and wake 
To give the World Repoſe ! 
SUFFOLK. 

Behold, we ſtand upon the Brink of Ruin, 
And only thou canſt ſave us. Perſecution, 
That Fiend of Rome and Hell, prepares her Tortures ; 
See where ſhe comes in Mary's prieſtly Train! 
Still wo't thou doubt, till thou behold her ſtalk, 
Red with the Blood of Martyrs, and wide waſting 
O'er England's Boſom? All the mourning Year 
Our Towns ſhall glow with unextinguiſh'd Fires; 
Our Youth on Racks ſhall ſtretch their crackling Bones; 
Our Babes ſhall ſprawl on conſecrated Spears; 
Matrons and Husbands, with their new-born Infants, 
Shall burn promiſcuous ; a continu'd Peal 
Of Lamentations, Groans, and Shrieks ſhall ſound 
Through all our purple Ways. 

GUILFORD. 

Amidſt that Ruin, 

Think thou behold'ſt thy Gui/ford's Head laid low, 


Bloody and 
n Lay Y ANB. 


Oh ! ſpare the dreadful Image 
GUILFORD. 
Oh! wou'd the Miſery be bounded there, 
My Life were little ; but the Rage of Rome 
Demands whole Hecatombs, a Land of VicGi'ms. 


With 
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With Superſtition comes that other Fiend, 
That Bane of Peace, of Arts and Virtue, Tyranny ; 
That Foe to Juſtice, Scorner of all Law ; 
That Beaſt, which thinks Mankind were born for One, 
And made by Heav'n to be a Monſter's Prey ; 
That heavieſt Curſe of groaning Nations, Tyranny; 
Mary ſhall, by her kindred Spain, be taught 
To bend our Necks beneath a brazen Yoke, 
And rule o'er Wretches with an iron Sceptre. 
Lady JANE. 

Avert that Judgment, Heaven ! 
Whate'er thy Providence allots for me, 
In Mercy ſpare my Country. 

GUILFORD. 
x Oh, my Queen! 
Does not thy great, thy generous Heart relent, 
To think this Land, for Liberty fo fam'd, | 
Shall have her tow'ry Front at once laid low, 
And robb'd of all its Glory? Oh! my Country! 
Oh!] faireſt Albion, Empreſs of the Deep, 
How have thy nobleſt Sons with ſtubborn Valor 
Stood to the laſt, dy'd many a Field in Blood, 
In dear Defence of Birth-right and their Laws! 
And ſhall thoſe Hands which fought the Cauſe of Freedom, 
Be manacled in baſe unworthy Bonds ; 
Be tamely yielded up, the Spoil, the Slaves 
Of Hair-brain'd Zeal, and cruel Coward-Prieſts ? 
Lady FANE. 

Yes, my lov'd Lord, my Soul is mov'd, like thine, 
At ev'ry Danger which invades our England ; 
My cold Heart kindles at the great Occafion, 
And cou'd be more than Man in her Defence. 
But where is my Commiſſion to cedreſs? 
Or whence my Pow'r to fave? Can Edward's Will, 


Or Twenty met in Council, make a Queen ? "iN 
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Can you, my Lords, give me the Pow'r to canvaſs 
A doubtful Title with King Henry's Daughters ? 
Where are the rev'rend Sages of the Law, 
To guide me with their Wiidoms, and point out 
The Paths which Right and Juſtice bid me tread ? 
NORTHUMBERLAND. 
The Judges all attend, and will at leiſure 
Reſolve your ev'ry Scruple. 
| La F ANE. 
They expound ; 
But where are thoſe, my Lord, who make the Law ? 
Where are the ancient Honors of the Realm, 
The Nobles, with the mitred Fathers join'd ? 
The wealthy Commons ſolemnly afſembled ? 
Where is that Voice of a conſenting People, 
To pledge the univerſal Faith with mine, 
And call me juſty Queen ? 
NORTHUMBERLAND. 
Nor ſhall that long 
Be wanting to your Wiſh : The Lords and Commons 
Shall, at your royal Bidding, ſoon aſſemble, 
And with united Homage own your Title. 
Delay not then to meet the general With, 
But be our Queen, be England's better Angel. 
Nor let miſtaken Piety betray you 
To join with cruel Mary in our Ruin : 
Her bloody Faith commands her to deſtroy, 
And yours forbids to ſave. * 
_ GUILFORD. 
Our Foes, already 
High in their Hopes, devote us all to Death : 
The droniſh Monks, the Scorn and Shame of Manhood, 
Rouze and prepare once more to take Poſſeſſion, 
To neſtle in their ancient Hives again; 


Again they furbiſh up their holy Trumpery, 


Relicks, 
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Relicks, and wooden wonder- working Saints, 
Whole Loads of Lumber, and religious Rubbiſh, 
In high Proceſſion mean to bring em back, 
And place the Puppets in their Shrines again: 
While thoſe of keener Malice, ſavage Bonner, 
And deep deſigning Gard ner dream of Vengeance; 
Devour the Blood of Innocents, in Hope; 
Like Vultures, ſnuff the Slaughter in the Wind, 
And ſpeed their Flight to Havock and the Prey, 
Haſte then, and fave us, while tis giv'n to — 
Your Country, your Religion. 
NORTHUMBERLAND. 
Save your Friends! 
| SUFFOLK. 
Your Father 
Dutcheſs F SUFFOLK. 
Mother ! 
GUILFOR D. 
Husband ! 
Lay FANE. 
Take me, crown me; 
1 me with this royal Wretchedneſs; 
Let me not know one happy Minute more. 
Let all my ſleepleſs Nights be ſpent in Care, 
My Days be vex'd with Tumults and Alarms; 
If only I can fave you, if my Fate 
Has mark'd me out to be the public Victim, 
1 J take the Lot with Joy. Yes, I will die 
: For that eternal Truth my Faith is fix d on, 
And that dear native Land which gave me Birth. 
GUILFORD. _ 
| Wake ey'ry tuneful Inſtrument to tell it, 
1 And let the Trumpet's ſprightly Note proclaim 
7 My Jan x is England's Queen! Let the loud Cannon 
In Peals of Thunder ſpeak it to Auguſta; 
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Imperial Thames, catch thou the ſacred Sound, 
And roll it to the ſubject Ocean down: 
Tell the old Deep, and all thy Brother Floods, 
My Jane is Empreſs of the wat'ry World ! 
Now with glad Fires our bloodleſs Streets ſhall ſhine : 
With Cries of Joy our chearful Ways ſhall ring; 
Thy Name ſhall echo thro' the reſcu'd Iſle, 
And reach applauding Heav'n! 
Lady FANE. 

Oh, Guilford ! what do we give up for Glory! 
For Glory ! That's a Toy I wou'd not purchaſe, 
An idle, empty Bubble. But for England! 

What muſt we loſe for that! Since then my Fate 
Has forc'd this hard Exchange upon my Will, 
Let gracious Heav'n allow me one Requeſt : 

For that bleſt Peace in which I once did dwell, 
For Books, Retirement, and my ſtudious Cell, 
For all thoſe Joys my happier Days did prove, 
For Plato and his Academic Grove ; 

All that I ask, is, Tho' my Fortune frown, 
And bury me beneath this fatal Crown; 

Let that one Good be added to my Doom, 

To fave this Land from Tyranny and Rome. [E xeunt. 


ACT 'W SCENE 1. 
SCENE continues. 


Enter PEMBROKE and GARDINER, 


GARDINER. 

N an unlucky, an accurſed Hour [na, 

Set forth that Traitor Duke, that proud Nortbumber- 
To draw his Sword upon the fide of Hereſy, 
And war againſt our Mary's royal Right: 
Ill Fortune fly before, and pave his Way 
With Diſappoi , Miſchief, and Defeat: 
And thou, O holy Becket, the Protector, 
The Champion, and the Martyr of our Church, 
Appear, and once more own the Cauſe of Rome ; | 
Beat down his Lance, break thou his Sword in Battle, 
And cover foul Rebellion with Confuſion. 


 __PEMBROKE. 

I ſaw him marching at his Army's Head; 
I mark'd him iſſuing through the City-Gate 
In Harneſs all appointed, as he paſs d; 
And (for he wore his Bever up) cou'd read 
Upon his Viſage, Horror and Diſmay. 
No Voice of friendly Salutation chear'd him, 
None wiſh'd his Arms might thrive, or bad God-ſpeed 

him ; 


But through a ftaring ghaſtly looking Crowd, 


Unhail'd * 
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Unhail'd, unbleſs'd, with heavy Heart he went: 
As if his Traitor Father's Haggard Ghoft, 
And Somer/et frefh bleeding from the Axe, 
On either hand had uſher'd him to Ruin. 
AR DINEX. 
Nor ſhall the holy Vengeance loiter long 
At Farmingham in Suffolk lies the Queen, 
Mary, our pious Miſtreſs; where each Day 
The Nobles of the Land, and ſwarming Populace 
Gather, and liſt beneath her royal Enfigns. 
The Fleet comanded by Sir Thomas Ferningham, 
Set out in warlike manner to oppoſe her, 
With one Conſent have join'd to own her Cauſe: 
The valiant, Sz/zx, and Sir Edward Haſtings, 
With many more of Note, are up in Arms, 
And all declare for her, 
PEMBROKRXKE. 
The Citizens, 
Who held the noble Somerſer right dear, 
Hate this aſpiring Dudley and his Race, 
And wou'd, upon the Inſtant, join Coppoſe him; 
Could we but draw ſome of the Lords o' th' Council 
T' appear among em, own the ſame Deſign, 
And bring the rev'rend Sanction of Authority 
To lead 'em into Action. For that Purpoſe, 
To thee, as to an Oracle, I come, 
To learn what fit Expedient may be found, 
To win the wary Council to our Side. 
day thou, whoſe Head is grown thus Silver- white, 
In Arts of Government, and Turns of State, 
How may we blaſt our Enemies with Ruin, 
And ſink the curs'd Northumberland to Hell. 
GARDINER. 
In happy Time be your whole Wiſh accompliſh'd. 


vince the proud Duke ſet out, I have had Conference, 
As 
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As fit Occaſion ſerv'd, with divers of em, 
- The Earl of Arundel, Maſon, — — 
And find em all diſpos'd as we cou' d ask. 
By holy Mary, if I count aright, 
To- day the better Part ſhall leave this Place, 
And meet at Baynard's-Caſtle in the City; 
There own our Sovereign's Title, and defy 
Fane and her Goſpel-Crew. But hye you hence; 
This Place is ſtill within our Foes Command, 
Their Puppet - Queen reigns here. 
Futter an Officer with a Guard. 
_ .. OFFICER. 
Seize on *em both. 
[Guards ſeize Pembroke and Gardiner. 
My Lord, you are a Frais ner to the tate 
PEMBROKE. 
Ha! By whoſe Order? 
OFFICER. _.. 
By the Queen's Command, 
Sign'd and deliper'd by Lord. H Dadig. 
 PEMBROKE. 
Curſe on his Traitor's Heart! 
| .GARDINER. 
Reſt you contented : 
You have Joiter'd here too long; but uſe your Patience, 
Theſe Bonds ſhall not be laſling. 
OFFICER. 
| As for you, Sir, [To Gardiner- 
'Tis the Queen's Pleaſure you be cloſe confin'd: 
' You've us'd that fair Permiſſion was allow'd you, 
To walk at large within the Tower, unworthily. 
You're noted for an over-buſy Medler, 
A ſecret Practicer againſt the State; 
For which, henceforth your Limits ſhall be ſtraiter. 
Hence, 
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Hence, to your Chamber ! 
GARDINER. 
Farewel, gentle Pembroke ; 
I truſt that we ſhall meet on blither Terms: 
Till then, amongit my Beads, I will remember you, 
And give you to the Kee ing of the Saints. 
Exeunt Part of the Guards with Gardiner. 
PEMBROKE. 
Now, whither muſt I go? 
_ OFFICER. 
This way, my Lord. [Going of. 


Enter GurilroRD. 


GUILFORD. 
Hold, Captain, ere you go, I have a Word or two 
For this your noble Pris'ner. 
OFFICER. 
At your Pleaſure: 
I know my Duty, and attend your Lordſhip. 
[The Officer and Guard retire to the 
1 Part of the Stage. 
6 UILFORD. 
Is all the Gentleneſs that was betwixt us 
So loſt, ſo ſwept away from thy Remembrance, 
Thou can'ſt not look upon me? 


PEMBROKE. 
Ha! not look! 


What Terrors are there in the Dudley's Race, 
That Pembroke dares not look upon, and ſcorn? 
And yet, tis true, I wou'd not look upon thee; 
Our Eyes avoid to look on what we hate, 
As well as what we fear. 
" GUILFORD. 
+ You hate me, then! 
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PEMBROKE.. 
I do; and wiſh Perdition may o'ertake 
Thy Father, thy falſe Self, and thy whole Name. 
1 0 GUILFORD. 

And yet, as ſure as Rage diſturbs thy 3 
And maſters all the noble Nature in thee, 
As ſure as thou haſt wrong'd me, I am come ; 
In Tenderneſs of Friendſhip: to preſerve thee; 
To plant ev'n all the Power I have before thee, 


And fence thee from Deſtruction with my Life. E 
|  PEMBROKE. Y 
Friendſhip from thee ! But my juſt Soul diſdains thee! ] 
Hence! take the proſtituted Bauble back, 0 
Hang it to grace ſome ſlavering Idiot's Neck, 
For none but Fools will prize the Tinſel Toy. 
But thou art come, perhaps,. to vaunt thy Greatneſs, Fo 
And ſet thy purple Pomp to view before me; 7. 
To let me know that Gai/ford is a King, T« 
That he can ſpeak the Word, and give me Freedom. W 
Oh! Short-liv'd Pageant! Had'ſt thou all the Pow'r N ; 
Which thy vain Soul would graſp at, I wou'd die, Fo 
Rot in a Dungeon, ere-receive a-Grace, Tx 
The leaft, the meaneſt Courteſy from thee. T 
+... GUILFORD. | 2 
Oh, Pembroke ! But I have not time to talk, oF: l 
For Danger preſſes, Danger unforeſeen, | & 
And ſeeret as the Shaft: that flies by Night, Haß 
Is aiming at thy Life. Captain, a Word Did 
Io the Officer. 7 4 
I take your Pris'ner to my proper Charge; Tun 


Draw off your Guard, and leave his Sword with me. 
[The Officer delivers the Seward to. Lord. Guilford, 
and goes ant with the Guard. 
[ Lord Guilford offering the Sword to Pembroke. p 
Receive this Gift, ev'n from a Rival's Hand ; * 


And 
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And if thy Rage will ſuffer thee to hear 
The Counſel of a Man once call'd thy Friend, 
Fly from this fatal Place, and ſeek thy Safety. 
PEMBROKE. 
How now | What Shew? what Mockery is this? 
Is it in Sport you uſe me thus? What means 
This ſwift fantaſtic changing of the Scene? 
GUILFORD. 
Oh! take thy Sword; and let thy valiant Hand 
Be ready arm'd to guard thy noble Life : 
The Tune, the Danger, and the wild Impatience, 
Forbid me all to enter into Speech with thee, 
Or I could tell thee 
PEMBROKE. 
| | No, it needs not, Traitor; 
For all thy poor, thy little Arts are known. 
Thou fear'ſt my Vengeance, and art come to fawn, 
To make a Merit of that proffer'd Freedom, 
Which, in Deſpite of thee, a Day ſhall give me. 
Nor can my Fate depend on thee, falſe Guilford; 
For, know to thy Confuſion, ere the Sun 
Twice gild the Eaft, our Royal Mary comes 
To end thy Reign, and ſet me free, 
GUILFORD. 
Ungrateful and unjuſt ! haſt thou then known me, 
So little, to accuſe my Heart of Fear? 
Haſt thou forgotten Mufſelborough s Field? 
Did I. then fear, when by thy Side I fought, 
And dy'd my maiden Sword in Scoti/2 Blood? 
But this is Madneſs all. 
PEMBROKE. 
Give me my Sword. 
[Taking his Sauord. 
Perhaps indeed, I wrong thee. Thou. haſt ; 
And conſcious of: the Injury thou haſt dane me, 


Art 
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Art come to proffer me a Soldier's Juſtice, 
And meet my Arm in fingle Oppoſition. 
Lead then, and let me follow to the Field. 

GUILFORD. ; 
Yes, Pembroke, thou ſhalt ſatisfy thy Vengeance, 
And write thy bloody Purpoſe on my Boſom. 
But let Death wait to-day. By our paſt Friendſhip, 
In Honor's Name, by every ſacred Tie, 
I beg thee ask no more. But haſte from hence. 
PEMBROKE. 

What myſtic Meaning lurks beneath thy Word:? 
What Fear is this, which thou would ſt awe my Soul with? 
Is there a Danger Pembroke dares not meet ? 

GUILFORD. 

Oh! ſpare my Tongue a Tale of Guilt and Horror, 
Truſt me this once: Believe me when I tell thee, 
Thy Safety and thy Life is all I ſeek, 

Away! 
PEMBROKE. 
By Heav'n! I wo'not ftir a Step. 
Curſe on this ſhuffling. dark, ambiguous Phraſe. 
If thou wou'dfſt have me think thou mean'ſ me fairly, 
Speak with that Plainneſs Honeſty delights in, 
And let thy double Tongue for once be true. 
GUILFORD. 
Forgive me, filial Piety and Nature, 

If thus compell'd, I break your ſacred Laws, 
Reveal my Father's Crime, and blot with Infamy 
The hoary Head of him who gave me Being, 

To ſave the Man whom my Soul loves, from Death. 

_ © [Giving à Paper. 
Read there the fatal Purpoſe of thy Foe, [ Horror; 
A Thought which wounds my Soul with Shame and 
Somewhat that Darkneſs ſhou'd have hid for ever, 


But that thy Life—Say, haſt thou teen that ck 
P ON 
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PEMBROKE. 
I know it well; the Hand of proud Northumberland, 
Directed to his Minions, Gates and Palmer. 
What's this? * [ Reads, 


Remember, with your chef Care, to obſerve thoſe whom 
1 nam'd to you at parting; eſpecially keep your Eye 
upon the Earl of Pembroke; as his Power and In- 


tereſt are moſt confiderable, ſo his Oppoſition will be 


moſt fatal to us. Remember the Reſolution was taken 
if you ſhould find him inclin'd to our Enemies. The 
Forms of Fuſtice are tedious, and Delays are dange- 
rous. If he falters, loſe not the fight of him till your 
Daggers have reach'd his Heart. 


My Heart! Oh, murd'rous Villain! 
GUILFORD. 
Since he parted, 
Thy Ways have all been watch'd, thy Steps been mark'd; 
Thy ſecret Treaties with the Malecontents 
That harbor in the City, thy conferring 
With Gard ner here in the Tower; all is known: 
And, in purſuance of that bloody Mandate, 
A Set of choſen Ruffians wait to end thee. 
There was but one way left me to preſerve thee: 
I took it; and this Morning ſent my Warrant 
To ſeize upon thy Perſon —— But be gone 
PEMBROKE. 
Tis ſo tis Truth ——I ſee his honeſt Heart 
GUILFORD. 

I have a Friend of well-try'd Faith and Courage, 
Who with a fit Diſguiſe, and Arms conceal'd, 
Attends without to guide thee hence in Safety. 

PEMBROKE. 
What is Northumberland? And what art thou? 
Vor. II. M 6 UI L- 
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GUILFORD. 
- Waſte not the Time. Away! 
 PEMBRORKE. 
Here let me fix, 
And gaze with everlaſting Wonder on thee. 
What is there good or excellent in Man, 
That is not found in thee ? Thy Virtues Baſh, 
They break at once on my aſtoniſh'd Soul; 
As if the Curtains of the Dark were drawn, 
To let in Day at Midnight. c 
GUILFORD. 
Think me true; 
And tho? Ill-fortune crofs'd upon our Friendſhip=— 
 _PEMBROKE. 


Curſe on our Fortune! — Think 1 know thee 
honeſt. 


r edt ee. 


_ GUTL FORD. 
Por ever I could hear thee——but thy Life—— 
Oh, Pembroke ! linger not — 
| PEMBRORKE. 
And can I leave thee 
Ere I have claſp'd thee in my eager Arms, 
And giv'n thee back my fad repenting Heart? 
Believe me, Guilford, like the Patriarch's Dove 
* [FEmbracing. 
It wander'd forth, but found no Reſting place, 
Till it came home again to lodge with thee. 
GUITLFORD. 
What is there that my Soul can more defire, 
Than theſe dear Marks of thy returning Friendſhip ? 
The Danger comes If you ſtay longer here, 
You die, my Pembroke. 


PEMBROKE. | 1 
Det me ſtay and die; 9 
For i I go, I go to work thy Ruin. * 


Thou 
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Thou know'ſt not what a Foe thou ſend'ſt me forth, 
That I have ſworn Deſtruction to the Queen, 
And pledg d my Faich to Mary and her Cauſe: 
My Honor is at ſtake. 
GUILFORD. 
I know 'tis given- 

But go——The ſtronger thy En gement” s there, 
The more's thy Danger here. There 1s a Power 
Who fits above the Stars; in him I truſt: 
All that I have, his bounteous hand beſtow'd; 
And he that gave it, can preſerve it to me. 
If his o'er-ruling Will ordains my Ruin, 
What is there more, but to fall down before him, 
And humbly yield Obedience! Fly Be gone! 

PEMBROKE. 

Yes, I will go—for ſee! Behold who comes ! 
Oh, Gilford! hide me, ſhield me from her Sight; 
Ev'ry mad Paſſion kindles up again, 

Love, Rage, Deſpair—and yet I will be Maſter — 
I will remember thee——Oh, my torn Heart! 

[ have a thouſand thouſand things to ſay, 

But cannot, dare not ſtay to look on her. | 

Thus gloomy Ghoſts whene'er the breaking Morn 
Gives notice of the cheerful Sun's Return, 

Fade at the Light, with Horror ſtand oppreſs'd, 

And ſhrink before the purple-dawning Eaſt ; 

Swift with the fleeting Shades they wing their Way, 
And dread the Brightneſs of the riſing Day. 


[ Exexnt Guilford and Pembroke. 


Tat Lady Jan E, reading. 
'FANE. 
«Tis falſe ! the'thinking Soul is ſomewhat more 
Than Symmetry of Atoms well diſpos'd, 
„The Harmony of Matter. Farewel elſe 
ou M 2 The 
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| „The Hope of all hereafter, that new Life, 

| % That ſeparate Intellect, which muſt ſurvive, 
. 6s When this fine Frame is moulder d into Duſt.” 


Enter Gu11yorD, 


GUILFORD. 
What read'ſt thou there, my Queen ? 
Lady FANE. 
"Tis Plato's Phedon; 
Where dying Socrates takes leave of Life, 
With ſuch an eaſy, careleſs, calm Indifference, 
As if the Trifle were of no account, 
Mean in itſelf, and only to be worn 
In honor of the Giver. | 
GUILFORD. 
Shall thy Soul 
Still ſcorn the World, fiill fly the Joys that court 
Thy blooming Beauty, and thy tender Youth ? 
Still ſhall ſhe ; on Contemplation's Wing, 
And mix with nothing meaner than the Stars; 
As Heaven and Immortality alone 
Were Objects worthy to employ her Faculties ? 
JANE. 
Bate but thy Truth what is there here below 
Deſerves the leaſt Regard ? Is it not time 
To bid our Souls look out, explore hereafter, 
And ſeek ſome better ſure-abiding Place; 
When all around our gathering Foes come on, 
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To drive, to ſweep us from this World at once? An 
-" *GUILFORD. © Hi 
Does any Danger new Sha 
| 4 FANE. 
The faithleſs Counſellors 


| Are fled rom hence to join the Princeſs Mary. 
2 who ſo late 
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In low Obeiſance bent the Knee before me; 

They who with zealous Tongues and Hands upliſted, 
Beſought me to defend their Laws and Faith; 

Vent their leud Execrations on my Name, 

Proclaim me Trait' reſs now, and to the Scaffold 
Doom my devoted Head. 


GUILFORD. 
The changeling Villains! 

That pray for Slavery, fight for their Bonds, 
And ſhun the Bleſſing, Liberty, like Ruin. 
What art thou, Human Nature, to do thus? 
Does Fear or Folly make thee, like the Indian, 
Fall down before this dreadful Devil, Tyranny, 
And worſhip the Deſtroyer? 
But wherefore do J loiter tamely here? 
Give me my Arms: I will preſerve my Country, 
Ev'n in her own deſpite. Some Friends I have, 
Who will or die or conquer in thy Cauſe, 
Thine and Religion's, thine and England's Cauſe. 


| Lady F ANE. 

Art thou tot all my Treaſure, all my Guard? 
And wo't thou take from me the only Joy, 
The laſt Defence is left me here below? 
Think not thy Arm can ſtem the driving Torrent, 
Or fave a People, who with blinded Rage 
Urge their own Fate, and ſtrive to be undone. 
Northumberland, thy Father; is in Arms; 
And if it be in Valor to defend us, 
His Sword that long has known the * to Conqueſt, 
Shall be our ſureſt Safety. 


Enter the Duke of SUFFOLK, | 


SUFFOLK. 
Oh! my Children! 


M 3 Lady 


% Leg Jaws G 
Lay FANE. 
Alas! ann e e 
1 PVUFFOLK, 


| GUIL FORD. 

Ha! What of him ! 
SUFFOLK, © 

Is loſt! Betray'd! 
His Army, onward as he march'd, ſhrank from him, 
Moulder'd away, and melted by his Side; 
Like falling Hail thick ftrewn upon the Ground, 
Which, ere we can eſſay to count, is vaniſh'd. 
With ſome few Followers he arriv'd at Cambridge ; 
But there ey'n they forſook him; and himſelf 
Was fore d, with heavy Heart and watry Eye, ] 
To caſt his Cap up, with diſſembled Chear, - f 
And cry, God fave Queen Mary. But alas! | 
Little avail'd the Semblance of that Loyalty: 
For ſoon thereafter, by the Earl of Arundel, 
With Treaſon be was charg'd, and there arreſted; 
6 
JANE. 

Then there's an end of Greatneſs: the vain Dream 
Of Empire, and a Crown, that danc'd before me, 
With all thoſe unſubliantial empty Forms, 
Waiting in idle Mockery around us ; 

The gaudy Mask, tedious, and nothing meaning, 
Is vaniſh'd all at once Why, fare it well. 
| GUILFORD. | 

And can ſt thou bear this ſudden Turn of Fate 
With ſuch unſhaken Temper ? 

| Lady FANE. 

For myſelf, 


If 
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If I cou'd form a Wiſh for Heav'n to grant, 

It ſhould have been, to rid me of this Crown. 

And thou, O'er-ruling, Great, All-knowing Power ! 
Thou, who diſcern'ſt our Thoughts, who ſee'ſt em rifing 
And forming in the Soul ; Oh judge me, 'Thou! 

If eer Ambition's guilty Fires have warm'd me, 
If e'er my Heart inclin'd to Pride, to Power, 

Or join'd in being a Queen. I took the Sceptre 
To fave this Land, thy People, and thy Altars: 
And now, behold, I bend my grateful Knee, [Kneeling- 
In humble Adoration of that Mercy, 

Which quits me of the vaſt unequal Task. 


Enter the Dutcheſs of SU HY 01k. 


Dutcheſs of SUFFOLK. 

Nay, keep that Poſture till ; and let us join, 
Fix all our Knees by thine, lift up our Hands, 
And ſeek for Help and Pity from Above, 
For Earth and faithleſs Man will give us none. 

FANE. ; 

What is the worſt our cruel Fate ordains us ? 

Dutcheſs of SUFFOLK. 

Curs'd be my fatal Counſels, curs'd my Tongue 
That pleaded for thy Ruin, and perſuaded [| 
Thy guiltleſs Feet to tread the Paths of Greatneſs! 11 
My Child have undone thee 11 

Laay FANE. 1 | 

Oh, my Mother ! ll 

Should I not bear a Portion in your Sorrows? If | 
Dutcheſs of SUFFOLK. [ 

Alas! thou haſt thy own, a double Portion, 1 
Mary is come, and the revolting Londoners, © 10 
Who beat the Heav'ns with thy applauded Name, nh 
Now crowd to meet, and hail her as their Queen. 14 

M 4 Suſſex 1 
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Suſſex is enter'd here, commands the Toqwer, 
Has plac'd his Guards around ; and this ſad Place, 
So late thy Palace, is become our Priſon. 
I ſaw him bend his Knee to cruel Gardtner, 
Who, freed from his Confinement, ran to meet him, 
Embrac'd and bleſs'd him with a Hand of Blood. 
Each haſt ning Moment I expect em here, 
To ſeize, and paſs the Doom of Death upon us. 

| GUILFORD. 

Ha! ſeiz'd! ſhalt thou be ſeiz'd ? and ſhall I ſtand, 
And tamely ſee thee borne away to Death ? 

Then blaſted be my Coward Name for ever. 

No, I will ſet myſelf to guard this Spot, 

To which our narrow Empire now is ſhrunk ? 

Here will I grow the Bulwark of my Queen ; 

Nor ſhall the Hand of Violence profane thee, 

Until my Breaſt have borne a thouſand Wounds, 

Till this torn mangled Body fink at once 

A Heap of purple Ruin at thy Feet. 
La JANE. 

And could thy raſh diſtracted Rage do thus ? 
Draw thy vain Sword againſt an armed Multitude, 
Only to have my poor Heart ſplit with Horror, 

To ſee thee ſtabb'd and butcher'd here before me? 
Oh, call thy better nobler Courage to thee, 

And let us meet this adverſe Fate with Patience 
Greet our inſulting Foes with equal Tempers, 

With even Brows, and Souls ſecure of Death ; 
Here ftand unmov'd; as once the Roman Senate 
Receiv'd fierce Brennus, and the conquering Gauli, 
Till ev'n the rude Barbarians ſtood amaz d 

At ſuch ſuperior Virtue. Be thy elf, 

For ſee the Trial comes! 


. K Enter 
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Enter SUSSEX, Garpine a, Officers and Soldiers. 


SUSSEX. 
Guards, execute your Orders; ſeize the Traitors: 
Here my Commiſſion ends. To you, my Lord, 
Ie Gardiner. 


So our great Miſtreſs, Royal Mary, bids, 
I leave the full Diſpoſal of theſe Pris'ners ; 
To your wiſe Care the pious Queen commends 
Her ſacred Self, her Crown, and what's yet more, 
The holy Reman Church; for whoſe dear Safety, 
She wills your utmoſt Diligence be ſhewn, 
To bring Rebellion to the Bar of Juſtice. 
Yet farther, to proclaim how much ſhe truſts 
In Winchefter's deep Thought, and well-try'd Faith, 
The Seal attends to grace thoſe rev'rend Hands ; 
And when I next ſalute you, I muſt call you 
Chief Munſter and Chancellor of England. 
 __GARDINER. 
Unnumber'd Bleſſings fall upon her Head, 
My ever-gracious Lady ! to remember 
With ſuch full Bounty her old humble Beadſman! 
For theſe her Foes, leave me to deal with them. 
SUSSEX. 
The Queen is on her Entrance, 1 me; 
My Lord, farewel. 
G ARDINE X. 
Farewel, right noble Suſſex : 
Commend me to the Queen's Grace; ſay, her Bidding 
Shall be obſerv'd by her moſt lowly Creature. 
Exit Suſſex. 
Lieutenant of the Tower, take hence your Pris'ners- 
Be it your Care to ſee em kept apart, 
That 2 may hold no Commerce with each other. 


Ms La 
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Lady FANE. 
That Stroke was unexpected. 
_ GUILFORD. 


| Will't thou part us? 
GARDINER 


T hold no Speech with Heretics and Traitors. 
Lieutenant, ſee my Orders obey'd. [Exit Gardiner, 
GUILFORD. | 
Inhuman, monſtrous, unexampled Cruelty ! 
Oh, Tyrant! but the Task becomes thee well; 
Thy ſavage Temper joys to do Death's Office ; 
To tear the ſacred Bands of Love afunder, 
And part thoſe Hands which Heav'n itſelf had join'd. 
| Dutcheſs of SUFFOLK. 
To let us waſte the little reſt of Life 
Together, had been merciful. 
SUFFOLK. 
Then it had not 
Been done like Winchefter. + 
GUILFORD. | 
Thou ſtand'ſt unmoy'd ; 
Calm Temper fits upon thy beauteous Brow ; 
Thy Eyes, that flow'd fo faſt for Edward's Loſs, 
Gaze unconcern'd upon the Ruin round thee ; 
As if thou had'ſ refolv'd to brave thy Fate, 
And triumph in the midſt of Deſolation. 
Ha! ſee, it ſwells; the liquid Cryſtal riſes, 
It ſtarts, in ſpite of thee, — but I will catch it; 
Nor let the Earth be wet with Dew ſo rich. 
Lady FANE. 
And doſt thou think, my Guilford, I can ſee 
My Father, Mother, and ev'n thee my Husband, 
Torn from my Side without a Pang of Sorrow ? 
How art thou thus ing in my Heart! 
Words cannot tell thee what I feel. There is 
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An agonizing Soſtneſs buſy here, 
That tugs the Strings, that ſtruggles to get looſe, 
And pour my Soul in Wailings out before thee. 
GUILFORD. 
Give way, and let the guſhing Torrent come: 
Behold the Tears we bring to ſwell the Deluge, 
Till the Flood riſe upon the guilty World, | 
And make the Ruin common. 
Lady FANE. 
Guilford! no: 
The Time for tender Thoughts and ſoft Endearments 
Is fled away and gone; Joy has forſaken us; 
Our Hearts have now another Part to play ; | 
They muſt be ſteel'd with ſome. uncommon Fortitude, 
That, fearleſs, we may tread the Paths of Horror ; 
And in deſpite of Fortune and our Foes, 
Ev'n in the Hour of Death, be more than Conquerors. 
GUILFORD. 
Oh, teach me! ſay, what Energy Divine 
Inſpires thy ſofter Sex, and tender Years, 
With ſuch unſhaken Courage ? 
Lady F ANE. | 
Truth and Innocence; 
A conſcious Knowledge rooted in my Heart, 
That to have ſav d my Country was my Duty. | 
Yes, England, yes, my Country, I would fave thee; 
But Heav'n forbids, Heav'n diſallows my Weakneſs, 
And to ſome dear ſelected Hero's Hand | 
Reſerves the Glory of thy great Deliverance. 
LIEUTENANT. 
My Lords, my Orders — 
GUILFORD. 
See! we niſl part. | 
Lady FANE. 
Yet ſurely we ſhall meet again, 


G UI. 


Lady JANE Gray. 
GUILFORD. 
Oh! Where? 
| La FAN EZ. | 
If not on Earth, among yon golden Stars, 
Where other Suns ariſe on other Earths, 
And happier Beings reſt on happier Seats : | 
Where, with a Reach enlarg'd, the Soul ſhall view 
The great Creator's never-ceafing Hand 
- Pour forth. new Worlds to all Eternity, 
And people the Infinity of Space. 
| GUILFORD. 
Fain would I chear my Heart with Hopes like theſe ; 
But my ſad Thought turns ever to the Grave, 
To that laſt Dwelling, whither now we haſte, 
Where the black Shade ſhall interpoſe betwixt us, 
And veil thee from theſe longing Eyes for ever. 
| Law F ANE. 
Tis true, by thoſe dark Paths our Journey leads, 
And thro* the Vale of Death we paſs to Life. 
But what is there in Death to blaſt our Hopes? 
Behold the univerſal Works of Nature, 
Where Life ſtil! ſprings from Death. To us the Sun 
Dies ev'ry Night, and ev'ry Morn revives ; 
The Flow'rs, which Winter's icy Hand deſtroy'd, 
Lift their fair Heads, and live again in 
Mark, with what Hopes upon the furrow'd Plain, 
The careful Ploughman caſts the pregnant Grain ; 
There hid, as in a Grave, a while it lies, 
Till the revolving Seaſon bids it riſe, 
Till Nature's genial Pow' rs command a Birth, 
And potent, call it from the teeming Earth: 
Then large Increaſe the bury'd Treaſures yield, 
And with full Harveſts crown the plenteous Field. 
(Exeunt feverally with Guards, 
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SCENE continues. 


Enter GARDINER, os Lord en. and the Lieu- 
tenant of the Tower. Servants with Lights before em. 


LIEUTENANT. 


> Morning to your Lordſhip! you riſe early, 
| GARDINER. 
Nay, by the Rood, there are too many Sleepers ; 
Some muſt ſtir early, or the State ſhall ſuffer, 
Did you, as yeſterday our Mandate bade, 
Inform your Pris'ner's, Lady Jane and Guilford, 
They were to die this Day? 
| LIEUTENANT. 
My Lord, I did. 
GARDINER. 
"Tis well. But ſay, How did your Meſſage like em? 
LIEUTENANT. 
My Lord, they met the Summons with a Tem 
That Pawns: a ſolemn, ſerious Senſe of Death, 
Mix'd with a noble Scorn of all its Terrors. 
In ſhort, they heard me with the ſelf-ſame Patience 
With which they ſtill have borne them in their Priſon, 
In one Requeſt they both concurr'd: Each begg'd 
To die before the other. | 
GARDINER. 
That diſpoſe 
As 
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As you think fitting. 
LIEUTENANT. 
The Lord Guilford only 
Implor'd another Boon, and urg'd it warmly ; 
That ere he ſuffer'd, he might ſee his Wife, 
And take a laſt Farewel. 
GARDINER. 
| That's not much ; 
That Grace may be allow'd him: See you to it. 
How goes the Morning ? 
LIEUTENANT. 
Not yet Four, my Lord. 
GARDINER. | 
By Ten they meet their Fate. Yet one thing more. 
You know twas order'd that the Lady Fane | 
Shou'd ſuffer here within the Tow'r. Take care 
No Crowds may be let in, no maudlin Gazers 
To wet their Handkerchiefs, and make Report 
How like a Saint ſhe ended. Some fit Number, 
And thoſe too of our Friends, were moſt convenient : 
But, above all, ſee that good Guard be kept; 
You know the Queen is lodg'd at preſent here, 
Take care that no Diſturbance reach her Highneſs. 


And ſo good Morning, good Maſter Lieutenant. 
[Exit Lieutenant, 
How now ! what Light comes here? | 
SERYANT. 
So pleaſe your Lordſhip, 
If F miſtake not, tis the Earl of Pembroke. 
GARDINER. 

Pembroke !—'Tis he; what calls him forth thus early: 
Somewhat he ſeems to bring of high Import; 
Some Flame uncommon kindles up his Soul, 
And flaſhes forth unpetuous at his Eyes. 
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Enter Px MBROKE; à Page with a Light before him, 


Good-Morrow, noble Pembroke! What importunate 
And ſtrong Neceſſity breaks on your Slumbers, 
And rears your youthful Head from off your Pillow 
At this unwholeſome Hour ; while yet the Night 
Laſts in her latter Courſe, and with her raw 
And rheumy Damps infeſts the dusky Air? 
PEMBROX E. 
Oh, rev'rend Winchefter ! my beating Heart 
Exults and labors with the Joy it bears. 
The News I bring ſhall bleſs the breaking Morn ; 
This coming Day the Sun ſhall riſe more glorious, 
Than when his maiden Beams firſt gilded o'er 
The rich immortal Greens, the flow'ry Plains, 
And fragrant Bow'rs of Paradiſe new-born. 
GARDINER. 
What Happineſs is this? 
PEMBROKXE. 
'Tis Mercy! Mercy, 
The Mark of Heav'n impreſs'd on Human Kind, 
Mercy, that glads the World, deals Joy around. 
Mercy, that ſmooths tho dreadful Brow of Pow'r, 
And makes Dominion light; Mercy that faves, 
Binds up the broken Heart, and heals Deſpair 
Mary, our royal, ever-gracious Miſtreſs, 
Has to my Services and humbleſt Pray'rs 
Granted the Lives of Gui/ford and his Wife ; 
Full and free Pardon! 
GARDINER. | 
Ha! What faid you? Pardon ! 
But ſure you cannot mean it, cou'd not urge 
The Queen to ſuch a raſh and ill-tim'd Grace? 
What fave the Lives of thoſe who wore her Crown! 
My Lord, tis moſt unweigh'd, pernicious Counſel, 
And 
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And muſt not be comply'd with. 
 __PEMBROKE. 
Not ban 
And who ſhall dare to bar her ſacred Pleaſure, 
And ſtop the Stream of Mercy ? 
GARDINER. 


That will I: 
Who wo "not an her gracious Diſpoſition 
Drawn to deſtroy herſelf. 
PEMBROKE. 
Thy narrow Soul | 
Knows not the God-like Glory of forgiving : | I 
Nor can thy cold, thy ruthleſs Heart conceive \ 
How large the Pow'r, how fix'd the Empire is, 1 
Which Benefits confer on generous Minds: 
Goodneſs prevails upon the ſtubborn' ſt Foes, 
And conquers more than ev'n Cæſar's Sword did. 
: GARDINER. 
Theſe are romantic, light, vain-glorious Dreams. 
Have you conſfider'd well upon the Danger? 
How dear to the fond Many, and how po 
Theſe are whom you wou'd ſpare? Have you forgot, 
When at the Bar, before the Seat of Judgment, 
This Lady Jane, this beauteous Trait'reſs ftood, 
With what Command ſhe charm'd the whole Aſſembly ? 
With ſilent Grief the mournful Audience fat, 
Fix'd on her Face, and liſt'ning to her Pleading. 
Her very Judges wrung their Hands for Pity ; 
Their old Hearts melted in em as ſhe ſpoke, 
And Tears ran down-upon their filver Beards. 
Ev'n I myſelf was mov'd, and for a Moment 
Felt Wrath ſuſpended in my doubtful Breaſt, 
And queſtion'd if the Voice I heard was mortal. 
But when her Tale was done, what loud Applauſe, 
Like Burſts of Thunder, ſhook the ſpacious Hall! 


At 
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At laſt, when ſore conſtrain'd, th' unwilling Lords 

Pronounc'd the fatal Sentence on her Life; 

A Peal of Groans ran thro' the crowded Court, 

As ev'ry Heart were broken, and the Doom, 

Like that which waits the World, were univerſal. 
PEMBROKE. 

And can that ſacred Form, that Angel's Voice, 
Which mov'd the Hearts of a rude ruthleſs Crowd, 
Nay, mov'd ev'n thine, now ſue in vain for Pity? 

GARDINER. 
Alas! you look on her with Lover's Eyes: 
I hear and ſee through reaſonable Organs, 
Where Paſſion has no part. Come, come, my Lord, 
You have too little of the Stateſman in you. 
PEMBROKE. 

And you, my Lord, too little of the Churchman. 
Is not the ſacred Purpoſe of our Faith, 

Peace and Good-will to Man ? The hallow'd Hand, 

Ordain'd to bleſs, ſhou'd know no Stain of Blood. 

'Tis true, I am not practis d in your Politics; 

'Twas your pernicious Counſel led the Queen 

To break her Promiſe with the Men of Suffo/k, 

To violate, what in a Prince ſhou'd be 

Sacred above the reſt, her royal Word. 
GARDINER. 

Yes, and I dare avow it; I advis'd her 
To break thro' all Engagements made with Heretics, 
And keep no Faith with ſuch a miſcreant Crew. 

PEMBROKE. 

Where ſhall we ſeek for Truth, when ev'n in 

The prieſtly Robe, and mitred Head diſclaim it? 

But thus bad Men diſhonor the beſt Cauſe. 

| tell thee, Wincheſter, Doctrines like thine 

Have ftain'd our holy Church with greater Infamy 
Than all your Eloquence can wipe away. 


Hence 
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Hence tis, that thoſe who differ from our Faith, 
Brand us with Breach of Oaths, with Perſecution, 
With Tyranny o'er Conſcience, and proclaim 
Our ſcarlet Prelates Men that thirſt for Blood, 
And Chriſtian Rome more crue! than the Pagan. 
 _ GARDINER. 

Nay, if you rail, farewel. The Queen muſt be 
Better advis'd, than thus to cheriſh Vipers, 
Whoſe mortal Stings are arm'd againſt her Life. 
For while I hold the Seal, no Pardon paſſes _ 
For Heretics and Traitors. [Exit Gardiner, 

PEMBRORXE. | 
"Twas unlucky 

To meet and croſs upon this froward Prieft : 
But let me loſe the Thought on't, let me haſte, 
Pour my glad Tidings forth on Gui/ford”s Boſom, 
And pay him back the Life his Friendſhip ſav d. [ Exit. 


— es — eco t Antm,_——t — — 


The SCENE draus, aud diſcovers the Lady 
Jan x tneeling, as at ber Devotion; a Light, 


and à Book placed on a Table before her. 
Enter L1£EUTENANT of the TOWER, Lord G uit- 
FORD, and one of Lady ] AN E's Women. Ar 
| To 
LIEUTENANT. I'n 
Let me not preſs upon your Lordſhip farther, An 
But wait your Leiſure in the Antichamber. 

| GUILFORD. E 
I will not hold you long. [Exit Lieutenant. Th 
WOMAN. The 
Soſtly, my Lord! Sun 
For yet, behold, ſhe knee. OI But 


Had 
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Had reach'd her middle Space, ſhe left her Bed, 
And with a pleaſing ſober Chearfulneſs, 
As for her Funeral, array'd herſelf 
In thoſe ſad folemn Weeds. Since then, her Knee 
Has known that Poſture only, and her Eye, 
Or fix'd upon the ſacred Page before her, 
Or lifted with her riſmg Hopes to Heav'n. 

GUILFORD. 
See! with what Zeal thoſe holy Hands are rear d; 

Mark her vermilion Lip, with Fervor trembling ! 
Her ſpotleſs Boſom ſwells with facred Ardor, 
And burns with Extafy and ſtrong Devotion; 
Her Supplication ſweet, her faithful Vows 
Fragrant and pure, and grateful to high Heav'n, 
Like Incenſe from the golden Cenſer riſe : 
Or bleſſed Angels miniſter unſeen, 
Catch the ſoft Sounds, and with alternate Office 
Spread their ambroſial Wings, then mount with Joy 
And waft 'em upwards to the Throne of Grace. 
But ſhe has ended, and comes forward. 


Lady Jau riſes, and comes towards the Front of 
| - the Stage. 
Lach F ANE. 
Ha! 
Art thou my Gui ford? Wherefore doſt thou come 
To break the ſettled Quiet of my Soul? 
I meant to part without another Pang, 
And lay my weary Head down full of Peace. 
GUILFORD. 

Forgive the Fondneſs of my longing Soul, 
That melts with Tenderneſs, and leans towards thee : 
Tho' the imperious dreadful Voice of Fate 
Summon her hence, and warn her from the World. 
But if to ſee thy Guilford give thee Pain, 


Wou'd 


258 Lady IAN Gray. 
Hence 'tis, that thoſe who differ from our Faith, 
Brand us with Breach of Oaths, with Perfecution, 
With Tyranny o'er Conſcience, and proclaim 
Our ſcarlet Prelates Men that thirſt for Blood, 
And Chriſtian Rome more crue! than the Pagan. 
GARDINER. 
Nay, if you rail, farewel. The Queen muſt be 
Better advis'd, than thus to cheriſh Vipers, 
Whoſe mortal Stings are arm'd againſt her Life. 
For while I hold the Seal, no Pardon paſſes 
For Heretics and Traitors. [Exit Gardiner. 
PEMBRORE. | 
"Twas unlucky 
To meet and croſs upon this froward Prieft : 
But let me loſe the Thought on't, let me haſte, 
Pour my glad Tidings forth on Guilford"s Boſom, 
And pay him back the Life his Friendſhip ſav d. [ Exit. 


— — — 


The SeRNI draws, and diſcovers the Lady 
Jan x tneeling, as at ber Devotion; a Light, 
and a Book placed on a Table before her. 


Enter Lit UTENANT of the Town, Lord G uit- 
FORD, and one of Lach ] AN E's Women. 


LIEUTENANT. 
Let me not preſs upon your Lordſhip farther, 
But wait your Leiſure in the Antichamber. 
| GUILFORD. 
I will not hold you long. [Exit Lieutenant. 
WOMAN. 
| _ _- Softly, my Lord! 
For yet, behold, ſhe kneck. Before the Night 


Had 
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Had reach'd her middle Space, ſhe left her Bed, 
And with a pleaſing ſober Cheartulneſs, 
As for her Funeral, array'd herſelf 
In thoſe ſad folemn Weeds. Since then, her Knee 
Has known that Poſture only, and her Eye, 
Or fix'd upon the ſacred Page before her, 
Or lifted with her riſimg Hopes to Heav'n. 
GUILFORD. 

See! with what Zeal thoſe holy Hands e 
Mark her vermilion Lip, with Fervor trembling ! 
Her ſpotleſs Boſom ſwells with facred Ardor, 

And burns with Extafy and firong Devotion ; 

Her Supplication ſweet, her faithful Vows 

Fragrant and pure, and grateful to high Heaw'n, 
Like Incenſe from the golden Cenſer riſe : 

Or bleſſed Angels minifter unſeen, 

Catch the ſoft Sounds, and with alternate Office 
Spread their ambrofial Wings, then mount with Joy 
And waft 'em upwards to the Throne of Grace. 
But ſhe has ended, and comes forward. 


Lach Jaws riſes, and comes towards the Front of 
- the Stage. 
Lag FANE. 


Art thou my Gui/ford? Wherefore doſt thou come 
To break the ſettled Quiet of my Soul ? 
I meant to part without another Pang, 
And lay my weary Head down full of Peace. 
GUILFORD. 

Forgive the Fondneſs of my longing Soul, 
That melts with Tenderneſs, and leans towards thee: 
Tho? the imperious dreadful Voice of Fate 
Summon her hence, and warn her from the World. 
But if to ſee thy Guilford give thee Pain, 


Ha! 


Wou'd 
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Wou'd I had dy'd, and never more beheld thee: 
Tho' my lamenting diſcontented Ghoſt | 
Had wander'd forth, unbleſs d by thoſe dear Eyes, 
And wail'd thy Loſs in Death's eternal Shades. 
' Lady 7 INE. 

My Heart had ended ev'ry earthly Care, 
Had offer'd up its Pray'rs for Thee and England, 
And fix'd its Hopes upon a Rock unfailing ; 
While all the little Bus'neſs that remain'd, | 
Was but to paſs the Forms of Death with Conſtancy, 
And leave a Life become indifferent to me. 
But thou haſt waken'd other Thoughts within me: 
Thy Sight, my deareſt Husband and my Lord, 
Strikes on the tender Strings of Love and Nature: 
My vanquiſh'd Paſſions riſe again, and tell me 
'Tis more, far more than Death, to part from thee. 


Enter PEMBROKE. 


_ _PEMBROKE. 
Oh, let me fly! bear me thou ſwift Impatience, 
And lodge me in my faithful Guilford's Arms; 


[ Embracing. 


That I may ſnatch him from the greedy Grave, 
That I may warm his gentle Heart with Joy, 
And talk to him of Life, of Life and Pardon. 
| GUILFORD. 
What means my deareſt Pembroke ? 
PE MB ROKE. 
Oh ! my Speech 


Is choak'd with Words that crowd to tell my Tiding: : 


But I have ſav'd thee, and ——Oh, Joy unutterable ! 
The Queen, my gracious, my forgiving Miſtreſs, 
Has giv'n not only thee to my Requeſt, 

But ſhe, ſhe too, in whom alone thou liv'ſt, 

The Partner of thy Heart, thy Love is ſafe. 


GUILFORD. 
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GUILFORD. 

Millions of Bleſſings wait her! Has ſhe - tell me! 

Oh! has ſhe ſpar'd my Wife? 
PEMBROKE. 
Both, both are pardon'd. * 
But haſte, and do thou lead me to thy Saint, | 
That I may caſt myſelf beneath her Feet, 
And beg her to accept this poor Amends 
For all I've done againſt her. Thou fair Excellence, 
[ Kneeling. 
Canſt thou forgive the hoſtile Hand that arm'd 
Againſt thy Cauſe, and robb'd thee of a Crown ? 
Lacy FANE. 

Oh, riſe, my Lord, and let me take your Poſture. 
Life and the World were hardly worth my Care, 
But you have reconcil'd me to 'em both ; 

Then let me pay my Gratitude, and for 

This free, this noble, unexpected Mercy, 

Thus low I bow to Heav'n, the Queen, and You. 
PEMBROKXE. 

To me! forbid it, Goodneſs! if I live, 
Somewhat I will do ſhall deſerve your Thanks : 

All Diſcord and Remembrance of Offence 
Shall be clean blotted out ; and for your Freedom, 
Myſelf have underta'en to be your Caution. 
Hear me, you Saints, and aid my pious Purpoſe ; 
Theſe that deſerve ſo much, this wond'rous Pair, 
Let theſe be happy; ev'ry Joy attend em; 

A fruitful Bed, a Chain of Love unbroken, 

A good old Age, to ſee their Children's Children, 
A holy Death, and everlaſting Memory : 

While I refign to them my Share of Happineſs : | 
Contented ſtill to want what they enjoy, 

And fingly to be wretched. 


Enter 
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Fuer LiEUTENANT of the Tower. 
3 LIEUTENANT. © 
a | The Lord Chancellor N 
B be pinntithe Queen. B 
Enter GARDINER, and Attendants. £ 
PEMBROKE. R 
Ha! Wincheſter ! ; 
| GARDINER. 
| The Queen, whoſe Days be many, y 
| By me confirms her firſt accorded Grace : W 


But as the pious Princeſs means her Mercy 
Should reach ev'n to the Soul as well as Body, 
By me ſhe ſignifies her royal Pleaſure, A 
| That thou, Lord Gaifferd, and the Lady Jane, 
| Do inſtantly renounce, abjure your Hereſy, 
| | And CY ge the See of Rome. 
| Gage FANE. 
| What ! turn Apoſtate! 
| | GUILF OR D. 
Ha! forego my Faith 
| GARDINER.' 
| This one Condition only ſeals your Pardon. 
| But if, thro' Pride of Heart and ſtubborn Obſtinacy, 
With wilful Hands you puſh the Bleſſing from you, 
| And ſhut your Eyes againſt ſuch manifeſt: Light; 
Know ye, your former Sentence flands confirm'd, 
| And you muſt die to-day. 
| - PEMBROKE. 
Tis falſe as Hell. 

The Mercy of the Queen was free arid: fulli 4 45 
Think'ſt thou that Princes merchandiſe their Grace,, bv tl 
As Roman Prieſts their Pardon? Do they barter, ad ber 
= Screw up, like you, the Buyer to a Price, To g 

| And 


0 
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And doubly ſell what was delign'd a Gift ? 
GARDINER. 

My Lord, this Language ill beſeems your Nobleneſs ? 
Nor come I here to bandy Words with Madmen : 
Behold the royal Signet of the Queen, 

Which amply ſpeak her Meaning. You, the Pris'ners, 

Have heard at large its Purport, and muſt pins 

Reſolve upon the Choice of Life or Death. 
PEMBROKE. 

Curſe on—— But wherefore do J loiter here? 

I'll to the Queen this Moment, and there know 
What tis the Miſchief making Prieſt intends. [ Exit. 
G AR DINEX. 
Your Wiſdom points you out a proper Courſe. 
A Word with you, Lieutenant. 
[ Talks with the Lieutenant afide. 
GUILFORD. 
Muſt we- part then ? 
Where are thoſe Hopes that flatter'd us but now ? 
Thoſe Joys, that like the Spring with all its Flowers, 
Pour'd out their Pleaſures every where around us? 
In one poor Minute gone, at once they wither'd, 
And left their Place all deſolate behind ęm. 
Lady FAME. 
Such is this fooliſh World, and ſuch the Certainty 
Of all the boaſted Bleſſings it beſtows: 
hen, Guilford, let's have no more to do with it; 
hink only how to leave it as we ought, 
But truſt no more, and be deceiv'd no more. 
GUILFORD. 
Yes, I will copy thy divine Example, 


und tread the Paths are pointed out by thee : 


pv thee inſtructed, to the fatal Block | 
bend my. Head with, Joy, and think it Happineſs 
To give my Life a Ranſom for my Faith. 
| From 
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From thee, thou Angel of my Heart, I learn 
That greateſt, hardeſt Task, to part with thee. 
Lacy F ANE. | 

Oh, gloriouſly refolv'd! Heav'n is my Witneſs, 

My Heart rejoices in thee more ev'n now, 

Thus conſtant as thou art in Death, thus faithful, 

Than when the holy Prieſt firſt join'd our Hands, 

And knit the ſacred Knot of bridal Love. 

GARDINER. 


The Day wears faſt ; Lord Guilford, have you thought? 


Will you lay hold on Life? 
GUILFORD. 
What are the Terms. 
GARDINER. 
Death, or the Maſs, attend you. - 
we GUILFORD. | 
| "Tis determin'd : 
Lead to the Scaffold. | 
GARDINER. 
Bear him to his Fate. 
GUILFORD. 
_ Oh! let me fold thee once more in my Arms, 
Thou deareſt Treaſure of my Heart, and print 
A dying Husband's Kiſs upon thy Lip! 
Shall we not live again, ev'n in theſe Forms ? 
Shall I not gaze upon thee with theſe Eyes ? 
Lacy FANE. © 
Oh ! wherefore doſt thou ſooth me with thy Softneſs 
Why doſt thou wind thyſelf about my Heart ? 
And make this Separation painful to us ? 
Here break we off at once ; and let us now 
Forgetting Ceremony, like two Friends, 
That have a little Bus'neſs to be done, 
Take a ſhort Leave, and haſte to meet again. 


.GUIL- 
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GUILFORD. 
Reſt en that Hope, my Soul my Wife —— 
Lady FANE. 
No more. 
GUILFORD. 
My Sight hangs on thee—Oh! ſupport me Heav'n, 
In this laſt Pang — and let us meet in Bliſs. 
[Guilford ig led off by the Guards. 
Lady FANE. 
Can Nature bear this Stroke? 
W OMAN. 
Alas! ſhe faints —= [ Supporting. 
Lach FANE. 
Wo't thou fail now !— The killing Stroke is paſt, 
And all the Bitterneſs of Death is over. 
GARDINER. 
Here let the dreadful Hand of Vengeance ſtay : 
Have pity on your Youth and blooming Beauty ; 
Caſt not away the Good which Heav'n beſtows ; 
Time may have many Years in ſtore for you, 
All crown'd with fair Proſperity : Your Husband 
Has periſh'd in Perverſeneſs. 
Lady FANE. 
Ceaſe, thou Raven; 
Nor violate with thy profaner Malice, 
My bleeding Gui/ford's Ghoſt — Tis gone, *tis flown : 
But lingers on the Wing, and waits for me. 


The Scene draws and diſcovers a Scaffold hung with black, 
Executioner and Guards. 


And ſee, my Journey's End. 
1WFOMAN. 


My deareſt Lady. [Weeping. 
2 WOMAN. 


Oh, Miſery ! 
Vor. I. N Laay 


— 
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Lady F ANE. 
- Forbear, my gentle Maids, 
Nor wound my Peace with fruitleſs Lamentations ; 
The good and gracious Hand of Providence 
Shall raiſe you better Friends than I have been. 
i WOMAN, 
Oh, never ! never! 
Lay FANE. 
Help to diſarray, ' 
And fit me for the Block : Do this laſt Service, 
And do it chearfully. Now you will ſee 


Your poor unhappy Miſtieſs ſleep in Peace, 
And ceaſe from all her Sorrows. Theſe few Trifles, 


The Pledges of a dying Miſtreſs' Love, 


Receive and ſhare among you. Thou, Maria, 
[To 1 Woman, 


Haſt been my old, my very faithful Servant; 
In dear Remembrance of thy Love, I leave thee 
This Book, the Law of everlaſting Truth: 
Make it thy Treaſure ſtill; *twas my Support 
When all Help elſe forſook me. 
GARDINER. | . 
Will you yet | 
Repent, be wiſe, and ſave your precious Life? 
Lacy JANE. 
Oh, Vincheſter! has Learning taught thee that, 
To barter Truth for Life ? 
GARDINER. 
: Miſtaken Folly ! 
You toil and travail for your own Perdition, 
And die for damned Errors. 
Lacy TAN E 
Who judge rightly, 
And who perk in Error, will be known, 


Then, 
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Then, when we meet again. Once more, Farewel, 
[To her Women. 
Goodneſs be ever with you. When I'm dead, 
Intreat they do no rude diſhoneſt Wrong 
To my cold headleſs Corſe! but fee it ſhrouded, 
And decent laid in Earth. 
GARDINER. 
Wo't thou then die? 
Thy Blood be on thy Head. 
Lad FANE. 
My Blood be where it falls, let the Earth hide it, 
And may it never riſe, or call for Vengeance : 
Oh, that it were the laſt ſhall fall a Victim 
To Zeal's inhuman Wrath! Thou gracious Heav'n, 
Hear, and defend at length thy ſuff ring People; 
Raiſe up a Monarch of tlie royal Blood, 
Brave, Pious, Equitable, Wiſe, and Good: 
In thy due Seaſon let the Hero come, 
To ſave thy Altars from the Rage of Rome : 
Long let him reign to bleſs the reſcu'd Land, 
And deal out Juſtice with a righteous Hand. 
And when he fails, Oh ! may he leave a Son, 
With equal Virtues to adorn his Throne; 
To lateit Times the Bleſſing to convey, 
And guard that Faith for which I die to-day. 
[L JANE goes up to the Scaffold: The Scene cles. 


Enter PEMBROKE. 


\ PEMBROKXKE. 
Horror on Horror! Blaſted be the Hand 
That ſtruck my Guilford! Oh! his bleeding Trunk 
Shall live in theſe diſtracted Eyes for ever. 
Curſe on thy fatal Arts, thy cruel Counſels! [Ze Gard. 
The Queen is deaf, and pitileſs as thou art, 
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GARDINER. 
I Thejuſt Reward of Hereſy and Treaſon 
Is fall'n upon em both, for their vain Obſtinacy ; 
Untimely Death, with Infamy on Earth, 
And everlaſting Puniſhment hereafter. 
PEMBROKE. 

And canſt thou tell? who gave thee to explore 
The ſecret Purpoſes of Heav'n, or taught thee 
To ſet a Bound to Mercy unconfin'd ? 

But know, thou proud perverſely-judging Winche/ter, 
Howe'er your hard imperious Cenſures doom, 

And portion out our Lot in Worlds to come ; 
Thoſe who with honeſt Hearts purſue the Right, 
And follow faithfully Truth's ſacred Light, 

Tho' ſuff ring here, ſhall from their Sorrows ceaſe, 


Reſt with the Saints, and dwell in endleſs Peace. 
[ Exeunt omnes. 
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Spoken by Mrs. Po RT E R, 


HE Palms of Virtue Heroes oft haue worn ; 
Thoſe Wreathes to- night, a Female Brow adorn. 
The deftin d Saint, unfortunately brave, 
Sunk with thoſe Altars which ſhe ſtrove to ſave. 
Greatly ſhe dar'd to prop the juſter Side, 
As greatly with her adverſe Fate comply'd, 
Did all that Heav'n cou d ah, refign'd and dy'd; 
Dy'd for the Land, for which ſhe wiſh'd to live, 
And gain d that Liberty ſhe could not give. 
Oh happy People ! of this faw'rite Me, 
On whom fo many better Angels ſmile ; 
For you, hind Heav'n new Bleſſings fill Supplies, 
Bids other Saints, and other Guardians riſe ; 
For you, the faireſt of her Sex is come, 
Adopts our Britain, and forgets her Home. 
For Truth and Lou, the Heroine declines 
Auſtria's proud Eagles, and the Indian Mines, 
What Senſe of ſuch a Bounty can be ſhown ! 
But Heaw'n muſt make the vaſt Reward its own, c 
And Stars ſhall join to make her future Crown. 
Your Gratitude with eaſe may be expreſs'd; 
Strive but to be, what ſhe would make you, bleſs'd. 
Let no vile Faction wex the vulgar Ear 
With fond Surmiſe, and falſe affected Fear: 
= Confirm 


E PI 6 uU R. 
Confirm but to yourſelves the given Good; 
*Tis all ſhe ast, for all ſhe has beflow'd. 

Such wvas our great Example ſhown to-day, 
And with ſuch Thanks our Author's Pains repay. 
1f from theſe Scenes, to guard your Faith you learn, 
If for your Laws you ſhrw a juft Concern ; 

Tf you are taught to dread a Popiſh Reign, 
Our beauteous Patriot has not ay d in vain, 
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Sent by an unknown Hand. 


HEN waking Terrors rouze the guilty Breaſt, 
And fatal Vifions break the Murd'rer's Reſt 


When Vengeance does Ambition's Fate decree, 
And Tyrants bleed, to ſet whole Nations free; 
Tho" the Muſe ſaddens each diſtreſſed Scene, 
Unmow'd is ery Breaſt, and ev'ry Face ſerene: 
The mournful Lines no tender Heart ſubdue ; 
Compaſſion is to ſuff ring Goodneſs due. 

The Poet your Attention begs once more, 
T' atone for Characters here drawn before.: 
No royal Miftreſs fighs through ev'ry Page, 
And breathes her dying Sorrows on the Stage : 
No lovely Fair, by ſoft Perſuaſion won, 
Lays down the Load of Life, when Honor's gone. 

Nebly to bear the Changes of our State, 
To and unmov'd againſt the Storms of Fate, 
A brave Contempt of Life and Grandeur toft ; 
Such glorious Toils a Female Name can boaſt. 
Our Author draws not Beauty's head ny Smile, 
T' invite our Wiſhes, and our Hearts beguile : 
No foft Enchantments languiſh in her Eye, 
No Bloſſoms fade, nor fich ning Roſes die. 

| N 4 


en. 
| A nobler Paſſion ev'ry Breaſt muſt move, | 
Than youthful Raptures, or the Jays of Love. 
A Mind unchang d, ſuperior to a Crown, 
Bravely defies the angry Tyrant's Frown ; 
| The ſame, if Fortune finks, or mounts on high, 
| Or if the World's extended Ruins lie : 
| IWith gen'rous Scorn ſhe lays the Sceptre down ; 
Great Souls ſpine brighteſt by Misfortunes ſhown : 
With patient Conrage ſhe ſuſtains the Blow, 
| And triumphs o'er variety of Moe; 
| Through ev ry Scene the ſad Diſtreſs is new : 
How well ftign'd Life does repreſent the true ! 
Unhappy Age ! who wiews the bloody Stain, 
But muſt with Tears record Maria's Reign / 
When Zeal by Doctrine flatter'd lawleſs Will, 
Inferudted by Religion's Voice to kill. 
Te Britiſh Fair ! Jament in filent Moc; 
Let ev'ry Eye with tender Pity flow ; 
The lovely Form through falling Drops will ſeem _ 
Like flow'ry Shadows of the filuer Stream. 
Thus Beauty, Heaw'n's feveet Ornament, ſhall prove 
Enrich'd by Virtue, as adorn'd by Love. 
Forget your Charms, fond Woman's dear Delight, 
The Fops will languiſh here another Night. 


No Conqueſt from diſſembling Smiles wwe fear ; 
She only kills, who wound; us with a Tear. 
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2 HOPE the Reader will for- 
give the Liberty I have taken 
in tranſlating theſe Verſes 
" ſomewhat at large, without 
which it would have been almoſt im- 
tofſible to bave given any kind of Turn 
in Engliſh Poetry to ſo dry a Subject. 
The Senſe of the Author is, J hope, 
no where miſtaken; and if there ſeems 
in ſome Places to be ſome Additions in 
the Engliſh Verſes to the Greek T; ext, 
they are only ſuch as may be juſtify'd 
from Hierocles's Commentary, and de- 
liver d by him as the larger and ex- 
flaind Senſe of the Author's ſhort 
Precept. 


To the READER. 
Precept. I have in ſome few Places 
ventur d to differ from the learned 
Mr. Dacier's French Interpretation, as 

_ thoſe that ſhall give tbemſelves the trou- 
ble of a ſtrict Compariſon will find. 
How far I am in the right, is left to 
the Reader to determine. 
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IRST to the Gods thy humble Homage pay ; 
The greateſt this, and firſt of Laws, obey: 
Perform thy Vows, obſerve thy plighted Troth, 
And let Religion bind thee to thy Oath. 
The Heroes next demand thy juſt Regard, 
Renown'd on Earth, and to the Stars preferr'd, 
To Light and endleſs Life, their Virtues fure Reward. 
Due Rites perform and Honors to the Dead, 
To ev'ry wiſe, to ev'ry pious Shade, 
With lowly Duty to thy Parents bow, 
And Grace and Favor to thy Kindred ſhow: 
For what concerns the reſt of Human Kind, L 


Chooſe out the Man to Virtue beſt inclin'd ; 

Him to thy Arms receive, him to thy Boſom bind. 

Poſſeſt of ſuch a Friend, preſerve him ſtill ; 

Nor thwart his Counſels with thy ſtubborn Will ; 

Pliant to all his Admonitions prove, 

And yield to all his Offices of Love: 

Him from thy Heart, fo true, ſo juſtly dear, 

Let no raſh Word nor light Offences tear. 3 
| ar 
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Bear all thou canſt, ftill with his Failings ftrive, 
And to the utmoſt ſill; and ſtill forgive; 

For ſtrong Neceſſity alone explores 

The ſecret Vigor of our latent Pow'rs, 

Rouzes and urges on the lazy Heart, 

Force, to itſelf unknown before, t'exert. 

By uſe thy ſtronger Appetites aflwage, - 

Thy Gluttony, thy Sloth, thy Luſt, thy Rage: 
From each diſhoneſt Act of Shame forbear ; 

Of others, and thyſelf, alike beware. 

Let Rey'rence of thyſelf thy Thoughts control, 
And guard the ſacred Temple of thy Soul. 

Let Juſtice o'er thy Word and Deed preſide, 
And Reaſon ev'n thy meaneſt Actions guide: 

For know that Death is Man's appointed Doom, 
Know that the Day of great Account will come, 
When thy paſt Life ſhall ſtrictly be ſurvey d, 0 


Each Word, each Deed be in the Balance laid, 
And all the Good and all the Ill moſt juſtly be repaid. 
For Wealth, the periſhing,. uncertain Good, 
Ebbing and flowing like the fickle Flood, 

That knows no ſure, no fix'd abiding Place, 
But wandring loves from Hand to Hand to paſs ;. 
Revolve the Getter's Joy and Loſer's Pain, 

And think if it be worth thy while to gain. 

Of all thofe Sorrows that attend Mankind, 
With Patience bear the Lot to thee aflign'd; 
Nor think it Chance, nor murmur at the Load; 
For know what Man calls Fortune is from God, 
In what thou may'ſt from Wiſdom ſeek Relief, 
And let her healing Hand aſſwage the Grief ; 
Yet ſtill whate'er the righteous Doom ordains, 
What Cauſe ſoever multiplies thy Pains, 

Let not thoſe Pains as Ills be underſtood ; 


For God delights not to afflict the Good. 
The 
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The reas'ning Art to various Ends apply'd, 
Is oft a ſure, but oft an erring Guide. 
Thy Judgment therefore ſound and cool preſerve, 
Nor lightly from thy Reſolution ſwerve; 
The dazling Pomp of Words does oft deceive, 
And ſweet Perſuaſion wins the Eaſy to believe. 
When Fools and Liars labor to perſnade, 
Be dumb, and let the Bablers vainly plead. 
This above all, this Precept chiefly learn, 
This nearly does, and firſt, thyſelf concern; 
Let not Example, let no ſoothing Tongue, 
Prevail upon thee with a Siren's Song, 0 
To do thy Soul's Immortal Eſſence wrong. 
Of Good and Ill by Words or Deeds expreſt, 
Chooſe for thyſelf, and always chooſe the beſt, 
Let wary Thought each Enterprize forerun, 
And ponder on thy Task before begun, 
Leſt Folly ſhou'd the wretched Work deface, 
And mock thy fruitleſs Labors with Diſgrace. 
Fools huddle on and always are in haſte, 
Act without Thought, and thoughtleſs Words they waſte, 
But thou, in all thou doſt, with early Cares 
Strive to prevent at firſt a Fate like theirs ; 
That Sorrow on the End may never wait, 
Nor ſharp Repentance make thee wiſe too late; 
Beware thy meddling Hand in ought to try, 
That does beyond thy reach of Knowledge lie ; 
But ſeek to know, and bend thy ſerious Thought 
To ſearch the profitable Knowledge out. 
So Joys on Joys for ever ſhall increaſe, 
Wiſdom ſhall crown thy Labors, and ſhall bleſs 
Thy Life with Pleaſure, and thy End with Peace, 
Nor let the Body want its Part, but ſhare 
A juſt Proportion of thy tender Care: 
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For Health and Welfare prudently provide, 

And let its lawful Wants be all ſupply d. 

Let ſober Draughts refreſh, and wholſom Fare 

Decaying Nature's waſted Force repair ; 

And ſprightly Exerciſe the duller Spirits chear. 

In all Things ſtill which to this Care belong, 

Obſerve this Rule, to guard thy Soul from Wrong. 
By virtuous Uſe thy Life and Manners frame, 

Manly and fimply pure, and free from Blame. 
Provoke not Envy's deadly Rage, but fly 

The glancing Curſe of her malicious Eye. 

Seek not in needleſs Luxury to waſte 


; 


Thy Wealth and Subſtance, with a Spendthrift's Haſte; 


Yet flying theſe, be watchful, left thy Mind, 
Prone to Extremes, an equal Danger find, 
And be to fordid Avarice inclin'd. 
Diſtant alike from each, to neither lean, 
But ever keep the happy Gol DEN Mean. 
Be careful till to guard thy Soul from Wrong, 
And let thy Thought prevent thy Hand and Tongue. 
Let not the ſtealing God of Sleep ſurpriſe, 
Nor creep in Slumbers on thy weary Eyes, 
Ere ev'ry Action of the former Day 
Strictly thou doſt and righteouſly ſurvey. 
With Rev'rence at thy own Tribunal ſtand, 
And anſwer juſtly to thy own Demand. 
Where have I been? In what have I tranſgreſs d? 
What Good or IIl has this Day's Life expreſs'd ? 
Where have I fail'd in what I ought to do? 
Jn what to God, to Man, or to myſelf I owe? 
Inquire ſevere what-e'er from firſt to laſt, 


; 


From Morning's Dawn till Ey'ning's Gloom, has paſt. 


If Evil were thy Deeds, repenting mourn, 
And let thy Soul with ſtrong Remorſe be torn. 


If 
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If Good, the Good with Peace of Mind repay, ks 


And to thy ſecret Self with Pleaſure fay, 
Rejoice, my Heart, for all went well to-day. 
Theſe Thoughts and chiefly theſe thy Mind ſhould move, 
Employ thy Study, and engage thy Love. 
Theſe are the Rules which will to Virtue lead, 
And teach thy Feet her heav'nly Paths to tread. 
This by his Name I ſwear, whoſe ſacred Lore 
Firſt to Mankind explain'd the Myſtic FOUR, c 
Source of Eternal Nature and Almighty Pow'r. 
In all thou doſt firſt let thy Prayers aſcend, 
And to the Gods thy Labors firſt commend: 
From them implore Succeſs, and hope a proſp'rous End. 
So ſhall thy abler Mind be taught to ſoar, 
And Wiſdom in her ſecret Ways explore; 
To range through Heav'n above and Earth below, 
Immortal Gods and mortal Men to know. 
So ſhalt thou learn what Pow'r does all control, 
What bounds the Parts, and what unites the Whole: 
And rightly judge, in all this wondrous Frame, 
How univerſal Nature is the ſame ; 
So ſhalt thou ne'er thy vain Affections place 
On Hopes of what ſhall never come to paſs. 

Man, wretched Man, thou ſhalt be taught to know, 
Who bears within himſelf the inborn Cauſe of Woe; 
Unhappy Race! that never yet could tell, 

How near their Good and Happineſs they dwell. 

Depriv'd of Senſe, they neither hear nor ſee; 

Fetter'd in Vice, they ſeek not to be free, 0 

But ſtupid, to their own ſad Fate agree: 

Like pond'rous Rolling-ſtones, oppreſs'd with Ill, 

The Weight that loads em makes em roll on ſtill, c 

Bereft of Choice and Freedom of the Will. 

For native Strife in ev'ry Boſom reigns, 

And ſecretly an impious War maintains: 
| Provoke 
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Provoke not Tus, but let the Combat ceaſe, 


And ev'ry yielding Paſſion ſue for Peace. 
Wouldit thou, great Fowe, thou Father of Mankind, 
Reveal the Demon for that Task aflign'd, 
The wretched Race an End of Woes would find. 
And yet be bold, O Man, divine thou art, 
And of the Gods celeſtial Eſſence Part. 


Nor ſacred Nature is from thee conceal'd, 


But to thy Race her myſtic Rules reveal'd. 
Theſe if to know thou happily attain, 
Soon ſhalt thou perfect be in all that I ordain. 
Thy wounded Soul to Health thou ſhalt reſtore, 
And free from ev'ry Pain ſhe felt before. 
Abſtain, I warn, from Meats unclean and foul, 
So keep thy Body pure, ſo free thy Soul; 
So rightly judge; thy Reaſon, fo, maintain; 
Reaſon which Heav'n did for thy Guide ordain, 
Let that beſt Reaſon ever hold the Rein. 
Then if this mortal Body thou forſake, 
And thy glad Flight to the pure Ether take, 
Among the Gods exalted ſhalt thou ſhine, 
Immortal, Incorruptible, Divine : 
The Tyrant Death ſecurely ſhalt thou brave, 
And ſcorn the dark Dominion of the Grave. 


| 
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Glorious Succeſles, Ec. 


Humbly Inſcrib'd to the Right Honorable the 


LORD TREASURER. 


HILE Kings and Nations on thy Counſels wait, 
And 4NN 4 truſts to thee the Britiſb State; 
While Fame, to thee, from ev'ry foreign Coaſts 

Flies with the News of Empires won and loſt, 

Relates whate' er her buſy Eyes beheld, 

And tells the Fortune of each bloody Field ; 

While with officious Duty, Crowds attend, 

To hail the Labors of thy God-like Friend, 

Vouchſafe the Muſes humbler Joy to hear; 

For ſacred Numbers ſhall be ſtill thy Care; 

Tho' mean the Verſe, tho* lowly be the Strain, 

Tho! leaſt regarded be the Muſe, of all the tuneful Train, 

Yet riſe, neglected Nymph, avow thy Flame, 

Aſſert th' inſpiring God, and greatly aim c 

To make thy Numbers equal to thy Theme. 


From 
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From Heav'n derive thy Verſe; to Heav'n belong 

The Counſels of the Wiſe, and Battles of the Strong. 

To Heav'n, the royal 4 N NA owes, alone, 

The Virtues which adorn and guard her Throne ; 

Thence is her Juſtice Wretches to redreſs, 

Thence is her Mercy and her Love of Peace; 

Thence is her Pow'r, her Scepter uncontrol'd 

To hend the Stubborn, and repreſs the Bold; 

Her peaceful Arts, fierce Factions to aſſwage, 

To heal their Breaches, and to ſooth their Rage; 

Thence is that happy Prudence, which preſides 

In each Deſign, and ev'ry Action guides; ? 

Thence is ſhe taught her ſhining Court to grace, 

And fix the Worthieſt in the worthieſt Place, 

To truſt at home GopoLenain's watchful Care, 

And ſend victorious CHURCHILL forth to War. 
Ariſe ye Nations reſcu'd by her Sword, 

Freed from the Bondage of a foreign Lord, 

Ariſe, and join the Heroine to bleſs, 

Behold ſhe ſends to fave you from Diſtreſs; 

Rich is the royal Bounty ſhe beſtows, 

"Tis Plenty, Peace, and Safety from your Foes. 

And thou, Iberia! rous'd at length, diſdain 

To wear inflav'd the Gallic Tyrant's Chain. 

For ſee! the Brit; Genius comes, to chear 

Thy fainting Sons, and kindle em to War. 

With her own glorious Fires their Souls ſhe warms, 

And bids em burn for Liberty and Arms, 

Unhappy Land! the Foremoſt once in Fame, 

Once lifting to the Stars thy noble Name, 

In Arts exeelling, and in Arms ſevere, 

The weſtern Kingdoms Envy and their Fear. 

Where is thy Pride, thy canſcious Honor, flown, 

Thy ancient Valor, and thy firſt Renown ? 


How 


* 
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How art thou ſunk among the Nations now ! 
How haſt thou taught thy haughty Neck to bow, 
And dropt the Warrior's Wreath inglorious from thy 
Brow ! 
Not thus of old her valiant Fathers bore 
The Bondage of the unbelieving Moor, 
But oft, alternate, made the Victors yield, 
And prov'd their Might in many a well-fought Field; 
Bold in Defence of Liberty they ſtood, 
And doubly dy'd their Croſs in Mooriſb Blood: 
Then in heroic Arms their Knights excell'd, 
The Tyrant then and Giant then they quell'd. 
Then ev'ry nobler Thought their Minds did move, 
And thoſe, who fought for Freedom, ſigh'd for Love. 
Like one, thoſe ſacred Flames united live, 
At once they languiſh, and at once revive; 
Alike they ſhun the Coward and the Slave, 
But bleſs the Free, the Virtuous, and the Brave. 
Nor frown, ye Fair, nor think my Verſe untrue ; 
Tho' we diſdain that Man ſhould Man ſubdue, 
Yet all the free-born Race are Slaves alike to you. 
Vet once, again that Glory to reſtore, 
The Britons ſeek the Celtiberian Shore. 
With echoing Peals, at AN N #'s high Command, 
Their Naval Thunder wakes the drowſy Land ; 
High at their Head, Jheria's promis'd Lord, 
Young Charles of Auſtria, waves his ſhining Sword; 
His youthful Veins with Hopes of Empire glow, 
Swell his bold Heart, and urge him on the Foe : 
With Joy he reads, in ev'ry Warrior's Face, 
Some happy Omen of a ſure Succeſs ; 4 
Then leaps exulting on the hoſtile Strand, 
And thinks the deſtin'd Sceptre in his Hand. 
Nor Fate denies, what firſt his Wiſhes name, 
Proud Barcelona owns his juſter Claim, 


With 
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With the firſt Laurel binds his youthful Brows, 
And, Pledge of future Crowns, the mural Wreath beſto:y | 
But ſoon, the Equal of his youthful Years, 
Pbilip of Bourbon's haughty Line, appears; 
Like Hopes attend his Birth, like Glories grace, 
(If Glory can be in a Tyrant's Race) 
In Numbers proud, he threats no more from far, 
But nearer draws the black impending War ; 
He views his Hoſt, then ſcorns the Rebel Town, 
And dooms to certain Death the Rival of his Crown. 
Now Fame and Empire, all the nobler Spoils 
That urge the Hero, and reward his Toils, 
Plac'd in their View, alike their Hopes engage, 
And fire their Breaſts with more than mortal Rage. 
Not lawleſs Love, not Vengeance, nor Deſpair, 
So daring, fierce, untam'd, and furious are, 
As when Ambition prompts the Great to War; 
As youthful Kings, when ftriving for Renown 
They prove their mightin Arms, and combat fora Crown. 
| Hard was the cruel Strife, and doubtful long 
Betwixt the Chiefs ſuſpended Conqueſt hung ; 
Till forc'd at length, diſdaining much, to yield, 
Charles to his Rival quits the fatal Field. 
Numbers and Fortune o'er his Right prevail, 
And ev'n the Britiſb Valor ſeems to fail; 
And yet they fail'd not all. In that Extreme, 
Conſcious of Virtue, Liberty, and Fame, 
They vow the youthful Monarch's Fate to ſhare, 
Above D ftreſs, unconquer'd by Deſpair, F* 
Still to defend the Town, and animate the War. 
But lo! when ev'ry better Hope was paſt, 
When ev'ry Day of Danger ſeem'd their laſt, 
Far on the diſtant Ocean, they ſurvey, 
Where a proud Navy plows its wat'ry Way. 


Nor 
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Nor long they doubted, but with Joy deſery, 
Upon the Chief 's tall Top-maſts waving high, 
The Britiſb Croſs and Belgic Lion fly. 

Loud with tumultuous Clamor, loud they rear 
Their Cries of Eeſtaſy, and rend the Air, 

In Peals on Pea's the Shouts trrumphal riſe, 
Spread ſwift, and rattle thro' the ſpacious Skies; 
While from below, old Ocean groans profound, 
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The Walls, the Rocks, the Shores repel the Sound, 
Ring with the deaf *ning Shock, and thunder all around. 


Such was the Joy the Trojan Youth expreſo'd, 
Who by the fierce Ruri/iar's Siege diſtreſs'd, 
Were by the Tyrrhene Aid at — releas'd ; 
When young Aſcanius, then in Arms firſt try'd, 
Numbers and ev'ry other Want ſupply d, 

And haughty Turnus from his Walls defy' d; 
Sav'd in the Town an Empire yet to come, 
And fix'd the Fate of his imperial Rome. 


; 
; 


But Oh! what Verſe, what Numbers ſhall reveal 
Thoſe Pangs of Rage and Grief the Vanquiſh'd feel ! 


Who ſhall retreating P4:/ip's Shame impart, 
And tell the Anguiſh of his lab'ring Heart ! 
What Paint, what ſpeaking Pencil ſhall expreſs 
The blended Paſſions ſtriving in his Face! 
Hate, Indignation, Courage, Pride, Remorſe, 


With Thoughts of Glory paſt, the Loſer's greateſt Curſe. 


Fatal Ambition! ſay what wondrous Charms 
Delude Mankind to toil for thee in Arms : 
When all thy Spoils, thy Wreaths in Battle won, 
The Pride of Pow'r, and Glory of a Crown, 


When all War gives, when all the Great can gain, 


Ev'n thy whole Pleaſure, pays not half thy Pain. 


All hail! ye ſofter happier Arts of Peace, 


Secur'd from Harms, and bleſt with learned Eaſe; 
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In Battles, Blood, and Perils hard, unskill'd, 
Which haunt the Warrior in the fatal Field; 


But chief, thee Goddeſs Muſe ! my Verſe wou'd raiſe, 


And to thy own ſoft Numbers tune thy Praiſe; 
Happy the Youth inſpir'$, beneath thy Shade, 
Thy verdant, ever-living Laurels lad! 
There ſafe, no Pleaſures, there no Pains they know, 
But thoſe which from thy ſacred Raptures flow, | 
Nor wiſh for Crowns, but what thy Groves beſtow. 
Me, Nymph divine! nor ſcorn my humble Pray'r, 
Receive unworthy, to thy kinder Care, 
Doom'd to a gentler, tho' more lowly, Fate, 
Nor wiſhing once, nor knowing to be Great; 
Me, to thy peaceful Haunts, inglorious bring, 
Where ſecret thy celeſtial Siſters ſing, 
Faſt by their ſacred Hill, and ſweet Caftalian Spring. 
- But nobler Thoughts the Victor Prince employ, 
And raiſe his Heart with high triumphant Joy; 
From hence a better courſe of Time rolls on, 


And whiter Days ſucceſſive ſeem to run. 


From hence his kinder Fortune ſeems to date 
The rifing Glories of his future State, 


; 


_ 


From hence! — But Oh! too ſoon the Hero mourns 


His Hopes deceiv'd, and War's inconſtant Turns. 
In vain, his echoing Trumpets loud Alarms 
Provoke the cold 1berian Lords to Arms; 
Careleſs of Fame, as of their Monarch's Fate, 
In ſullen Sloth ſupinely proud they ſate; 

Or to be Slaves or Free alike prepar'd, 


And truſting Heav'n was bound to be their Guard, 


Untouch'd with Shame, the noble Strife beheld, 


Nor once eſſay d to ſtruggle to the Field; 
But ſought, in the cool Shade, and rural Seat, 


An unmoleſted Eaſe and calm Retreat : 
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Saw each contending Prince's Arms advance, 
Then with a lazy dull Indifference { 
Turn'd to their Reſt, and left the World to Chance. 

So when commanded by the Wife of Fove, 
Thaumantian Iris left the Realms above, 


And ſwift deſcending on her painted Bow, 


Squght the dull God of Sleep in Shades below ; 

Nodding and flow, his drowſy Head he rear'd, 

And heavily the ſacred Meſſage heard; 

Then with a Yawn at once forgot the Pain, 

And ſunk to his firſt Sloth and Indolence again. 
But oh, my Muſe! th' ungrateful Toil forſake, 

Some Task more pleaſing to thy Numbers take, 

Nor chooſe, in melancholy Strains, to tell 

Each harder Chance the juſter Cauſe befel. 

Oh rather turn, auſpicious turn thy Flight, 

Where MARLBZOROVORn's Heroic Arms invite, 


' Where higheſt Deeds the Poets Breaſt inſpire 


With Rage divine, and fan the facred Fire. 
See! where at once, Ramillia's noble Field 
Ten thouſand Themes for living Verſe ſhall yield. 
See! where at once, the dreadful Objects riſe, 
At once they ſpread before my wond'ring Eyes, c 
And ſhock my lab'ring Soul with vaſt Surprize ; 
At once the wide-extended Battles move, 
At once they join, at once their Fate they prove. 
The Roar aſcends promiſcuous; Groans and Cries, 
The Drums, the Cannons' Burſt, the Shout, ſupplies 
One univerſal Anarchy of Noile. 
One Din confus'd, Sound mixt and loſt in Sound, 
Echo's to all the frighted Cities round. 
Thick Duſt and Smoke in wavy Clouds ariſe, 
Stain the bright Day and taint the purer Skies; 
While flaſhing Flames like Lightning dart between, 
And fill the Horror of the fatal Scene. 
Vo I. II. 9 Around 
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Around the Field, all dy'd in purple Foam, 
Hate, Fury, and inſatiate Slaughter roam; 
Diſcord with Pleaſure o'er the Ruin treads, 
And laughing, wraps her in her tatter'd Weeds; 
While fie Bellona thunders in her Car, ! 


Shakes terrible her ſteely Whip from far, 

And with new Rage revives the fainting War. 

So when two Currents rapid in their Courſe - 

Ruſh to a Point, and meet with equal Force, 

r e eee h, 

Daſhing aloft, the foaming Surges fly, 

And ring cloud the Air with miſty Spry; 

The raging Flood is heard from far to roar, 

By liſtning Shepherds on the diſtant Shore, 

While much they fear, what Ills it ſhould portend, 

And wonder why the watry Gods contend. 
High in the midſt, Britamia's warlike Chief, 

Too greatly bold, and prodigal of Life, 

Ts ſeen to preſs where Death and Dangers call, 


Where the War bleeds, and where the thickeſt fall, 


He flies, and drives confus'd the fainting Gaul. 
Like Heat difus'd his great Example warms, 
And animates the Social Warrior's Arms, 
Inflames each colder Heart, confirms the Bold, 
Makes the Young Heroes, and renews the Old. 
In Forms Divine around him watchful wait 
The Guardian Genii of the Britiſh State; 
Juſtice and Truth his Steps unerring guide, 
And faithful Loyalty defends his Side; 21 
Prudence and Fortitude their MARLR RG guard, 
And pleaſing Liberty his Labors chear'd ; 


r 


The Union Croſs his Silver Shield did bear, 
And in his decent Hand he ſhook a warlike Spear 


While 


But chief, the Angel of his Queen was there, f 
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| While Victory celeſtial ſoars above, 


Plum'd like the Eagle of imperial Jove, 

Hangs o'er the Chief, whom ſhe delights to bleſs," 
And ever arms his Sword with ſure Succeſs, 
Dooms him the proud Oppreſſor to deſtroy, 


Then waves her Palm, and claps ber Wings for Joy. 


Such was young Ammon on Arbela's Plain, 
Or ſuch the * Painter did the Hero feign, 


With graceful Ardor, and majeſtic Pride, 

With all the Gods of Greece and Fortune on his Side. J 
Nor long Bawaria's haughty Prince, in vain 

Labors the Fight unequal to maintain : 

He ſees tis doom'd his fatal Friend the Gaul 

Shall ſhare the Shame, and in one Ruin fall; 

Flies from the Foe too oft in Battle try'd, 

And Heav'n contending on the Victor's Side; 

Then mourns his raſh Ambition's Crime too late, 

And yields reluctant to the Force of Fate. 


So when Areas, thro' Night's gloomy Shade, c 


Where ruſhing on, and fierce, he ſeems to ride, 0 ; 


The dreadful Forms of hoſtile Gods ſurvey'd, 

Hopeleſs he left the burning Town and fled : 

Saw etwas in vain to prop declining Troy, 

Or ſave what Heav'n had deltin'd to deſtroy. 
What vaſt Reward, O Europe, ſhalt thou pay, 

To him who ſav'd thee on this glorious Day 

Bleſs him, ye grateful Nations, where he goes, 

And heap the Victor's Laurel on his Brows. 

In ev'ry Land, in ev'ry City freed, 

Let the proud Column rear its Marble Head, 

To MaxiBokovcH and Liberty decreed ? 

Rich with his Wars triumphal Arches raiſe, 

To teach your wond'ring Sons the Hero's Praile ; 


O 2 To 
L. Brun, 
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To him your skilful Bards their Verſe ſhall bring, 

For him the tuneful Voice be taught to ſing, 

The breathing Pipe ſhall ſwell, ſhall ſound the trem. 
| bling String. | | 

Oh happy thou! where Peace for ever ſmiles, 

Britannia] nobleſt of the Ocean's Iſles, 

Fair Queen ! who doſt amidſt thy Waters reign, 

And ftretch thy Empire o'er the fartheſt Main ; 

What Tranſports in thy Parent Boſom roll'd, 

When Fame at firſt the pleafing Story told ! 

How didf thou lift thy tow'ry Front on high! 

Not meanly conſcious of a Mother's Joy, 

Proud of thy Son as Crete was of her Yve, 

How wert thou pleas'd Heav'n did thy Choice approve, 

And fixt Succeſs where thou hadſt fixt thy Love! 

How with Regret his Abſence d dſt thou mourn ! 

How with Impatience wait his wiſht Return ! 


How were the Winds accus'd for his Delay ? 
How didſt thou chide the Gods who rule the Sea, 


And charge the Nereid Nymphs to waft him on his Way 
At length he comes, he ceaſes from his Toil, 

Like Kings of Old returning from the Spoil ; 

To Britain and his Queen for ever dear, 

He comes, their Joy and grateful Thanks to ſhare ; 

Lowly he knee's before the Royal Seat, 

And lays his proudeſt Wreaths at AN NM's Feet. 

While form'd alike for Labors or for Eaſe, | 

In Camps to Thunder, or in Courts to pleaſe, [Care, 

Britain's bright Nymphs make MaxLBoroOUGH their 

In all his Dangers, all his Triumphs, ſhare. 

Conqu'ring he lends the well-pleas'd Fair new Grace, 

And adds freſh Luſtre to each beauteous Face; 

Britain preſerv'd by his victorious Arms |» 

With wond'rous Pleaſure each fair Boſom warms, 
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Ev'n his own Sunderland, in Beauty's Store 

So rich, ſhe ſeem'd incapable of more, c 
Now ſhine; with Graces never known before; 

Fierce with tranſporting Joy ſhe ſeems to burn, 

And each ſoft Feature takes a ſprightly Turn; 

New Flames are ſeen to ſparkle in her Eyes, 

And on her blooming Cheeks freſh Roſes riſe ; 

The pleaſing Paſſion heightens each bright Hue, 


And ſeems to touch the finiſh'd Piece anew, 
Improves what Nature's bounteous Hand had giv'n, , 


And mends the faireſt Workmanſhip of Heav'n. 
Nor Joy like this in Courts is only found, 

But ſpreads to all the grateful People round ; 
Laborious Hinds inur'd to rural Toil, 

To tend the Flocks and turn the mellow Soil, 

In homely Guiſe their honeſt Hearts expreſs, 

And bleſs the Warrior who protects the Peace, 

Who keeps the Foe aloof, and drives afar 

The dreadful Ravage of the waſting War. 

No rude Deſtroyer cuts the rip'ning Crop, 

Prevents the Harveſt, and deludes their Hope ; 

No helpleſs Wretches fly with wild Amaze, 

Look weeping back and ſee their Dwellings blaze; 
The Victor's Chain no mournful Captives know, 

Nor hear the Threats of the inſulting Foe, 
But Freedom laughs, the fruitful Fields abound, 


The chearful Voice of Mirth is heard to ſound, 

And Plenty doles her various Bounties round, 

The humble Village, and the wealthy Town, 

Conſenting join their Happineſs to own, 

What Heav'n and AN NFL's gentleſt Reign afford, 

All is ſecur'd by MARLHBRõ's conqu'ring Sword. 
O Sacred, ever Honour'd Name! O thou! 


That wert our Greateſt William once below! 
O 3 What 
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What Place ſoe er thy Virtues now poſſeſs 

Near the bright Source of everlaſting Bliſs, 
Where: e' er exalted to etherial Height, 

Radiant with Stars, thou tread' the Fields of Light, 
Thy Seats Divine, thy Heav'n a while forfake, 

And deign the Britons Triumph to partake. 

Nor art thou chang'd, but till thou ſhalt delight 

To hear the Fortune of the glorious Fight, | 
How fail'd Oppreſſion, and prevail'd the Right. 
What once below, ſuch fill thy Pleafures are, 

Europe and Liberty are ſtill thy Care, | 

Thy great, thy gen'rous, pure, immortal Mind 


Is ever to the public Good inelin'd, 
Is ſtill the Tyrant's Foe, and Patron of Mankind. 
Behold, where Max LBOR OVH, thy laſt beſt Gift, 
At Parting, to thy native Pelgia left, 
Succeeds to all thy kind paternal Cares, 
Thy watchful Counſels, and laborious Wars; 
Like thee, extends his great aſſiſting Hand, 
And in thy Stead protects the Orphan Land; 
Like thee, aſpires by Virtue to Renown, 
Fights to ſecure an Empire not his own, 
Reaps only Toit himſelf, and gives away a Crown. 
At length thy Pray'r, O Pious Prince! is heard, 
Heav'n has, at length, in its own Cauſe appear d, 
: At length Ramillia t Field atones for all | 
The faithlefs Breaches of the perjur'd Gaul; 
At length a better Age to Man decreed, 4 
With Truth, with Peace, and Juſtice ſhall fucceed ; 
Fall'n are the Proud, and the griev'd World is freed, 
One Triumph yet, my Muſe, remains behind, 
Another Vengeance yet the Gaul ſhall find; 
On Lombard Plains, beyond his Alpine Hills, 
Louis the Force of hoſtile Britain feels; 


N 
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Swift to her Friends diſtreſs'd her Succours fly, 

And diſtant Wars her wealthy Sons ſupply : 

From ſlow unacti ve Courts, they grieve to hear 
Eugene, a Name to ev'ry Briton dear, 

By tedious languiſhing Delays is held 

Repining, and impatient, from the Field : 

W hile factious Stateſmen riot in Exceſs, | 

And lazy Prieſts whole Provinces poſſeſs, 

Of unregarded Wants the Brave complain, 

And the ſtarv'd Soldier ſues for Bread in vain; 

At once with generous Indignation warm, 

Britain the Treaſure ſends, and bids the Heroe arm, 
Straight eager to the Field, he ſpeeds away, 

There vows the Victor Gaul ſhall dear repay 

The Spoils of Calcinato's fatal Day : 

Chear'd by the Preſence of the Chief they love, 
Once more their Fate the Warriors long to prove ; 
Reviv'd each Soldier lifts his drooping Head, 

Forgets his Wounds, and calls him on to lead ; 

Again their Creſts the German Eagles rear, 

Stretch their broad Wings, and fan the Latian Air; 
Greedy for Battle and the Prey they call, | 
And point great Eugene s Thunder on the Gaul. 

The Chief commands, and ſoon in dread Array 
Onwards the moving Legions urge their Way ; 

With hardy Marches and ſucceſsful Haſte, 

O'er ev'ry Barrier fortunate they paſs'd, c 
Which Nature or the skilful Foe had plac'd. 

The Foe in vain with Gallic Arts attends, 

To mark which way the wary Leader bends ; 

Vainly in War's myſterious Rules is Wiſe, 

Lurks where tall Woods and thickeſt Coverts riſe, c 
And meanly hopes a Conqueſt from Surprize. 

Now with ſwift Horſe the Plain around em beats, 


And oft advances, and as oft retreats ; ; 
O 4 0 Now 
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Now fix'd to wait the coming Force, he ſeems, 

Secur'd by ſteepy Banks and and rapid Streams; 

While River-Gods in vain exhauſt their Store, 

From plenteous Urns the guſhing Torrents pour, 

Riſe o'er their utmoſt Margins to the Plain, 

And ſtrive to ſtay the Warrior's Haſte in vain ; 

Alike they paſs the Plain and cloſer Wood, 

Explore the Ford and tempt the ſwelling Flood, 

Unſhaken ſtill purſue their ſtedfaſt Courle, : 

And where they want their Way, they find it or they force. 
But anxious Thoughts Sawvy's Great Prince infeſt, 

And roll ill-boding in his careful Breaſt ; 

Oft he revolves the Ruins of the Great, 

And fadly thinks on loſt Bawaria's Fate, 

The hapleſs Mark of Fortune's cruel Sport, 

An Exile, meanly forc'd to beg Support C 

From the flow Bounties of a Foreign Court. 

Forc'd from his lov'd Turin, his laſt Retreat, 

His Glory once and Empire's ancient Seat, 

He ſees fiom far where wide Deſtructions ſpread, 

And fiery Show*rs the goodly Town invade, 

'Then turns to mourn in vain his ruin'd State, 

And curſe the unrelenting Tyrant's Hate. 
But great Exgene prevents his ev'ry Fear, 

He had reſolv'd it, and he would be there; 

Not „Toil, the tedious weary Way, 

Nor all the Gallic Pow'rs his promis'd Aid delay. 

Like Truth itſelf unknowing how to fail, - 

He ſcorn'd to doubt, and knew he muſt prevail. 

Thus ever certain does the Sun appear, | 

Bound by the Law of Fove's eternal Year ; 

Thus conſtant to his Courſe ſets out at Morn, C 


- Round the wide World intwice twelve Hours is born, 
And to a Moment keeps his fix'd Return. 


0 80 Straight 
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| Leſt from thy Hand thou ſee thy Sceptre torn, 
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Straight to the Town the Heroes turn their Care, 0 
Their friendly Succour for the Brave prepare, 

And on the Foe united bend the War. 

O'er the ſteep Trench and Ramparts guarded Height, 
At once they ruſh and drive the rapid Fight ; | 


With idle Arms the Gallic Legions ſeem 


To ſtem the Rage of the reſiſtleſs Stream; 

At once it bears em down, at once they yield, 
Headlong are puſh'd and ſwept along the Field ; 
Reſiſtance ceaſes, and tis War no more, 


At once the Vanquiſh'd own the Victor's Pow'r ; 


Throughout the Field, where-e'er they turn their Sight, 
*Tis all or Conqueſt or inglorious Flight; 

Swift to their reſcu'd Friends their Joys they bear, 
With Life and Liberty at once they chear, 


And fave em in the Moment of Deſpair. 


So timely to the Aid of ſinking Rome, ad 
With active Haſte did great Camillus come: b 
So to the Capitol he forc'd his way, l 
So from the proud Barbarians ſnatch'd the Prey, 
And ſav'd his Country in one ſignal Day. 

From impious Arms at length, O Louis, ceaſe! ._ 
And leave at length the lab'ring World in Peace, 

Leſt Heav'n diſcloſe ſome yet more fatal _ on Y 
Fatal beyond Ramillia or Turin; 1 


And humbled in the Duſt thy Loſſes mourn; 
Leſt urg d at length thy own repining Slave, { 


Tho' fond of Burdens, and in Bondage brave, 
Purſue thy hoary Head with Curſes to the Grave. 
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EPILOGUE, #0 the IN cONSTAN T: Or, 
The Way to Win Him. A Comedy. By 
Mr. FARQUBAR. As it was atted at the 
Theatre- Royal in Drury-Lane, 1703. 


Spoken by Mr. WI Is. 


ROM FLEzTcCn x R's great Original *, to day 
We took the Hint of this our Modern Play : 

Our Author, from his Lines, has ſtrove to paint 

A witty, wild, inconſtant, free Gallant : | 
With a gay Soul, with Senſe, and Will to rove, 


With Language, and with Softneſs fram'd to move, 
With little Truth, but with a world of Love. 

Such Forms on Maids in Morning-Slumbers wait, 
When Fancy firſt inſtructs their Hearts to beat, 
When firſt they wiſh, and figh for what they know 

not yet. 
Frown not, ye Fair, to think your Lovers may 


Reach your cold Hearts by ſome unguarded Way; 
- Let 


'# Ser, The MI. C Chace, 
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Let VilLtsRoY's Misfortune make you wiſe, | 
There's Danger ſtill in Darkneſs and Surprize ; 
Tho' from his Rampart he deſy'd the Foe, 
Prince EUGEN t found an Aquedu below. 
With eaſy Freedom, and a gay Addreſs, 
A preſſing Lover ſeldom wants Succeſs : 
Whilſt the Reſpectful, like the Greet fits down, 
And waſtes a tex Year's Siege before one Town. 
For her own ſake, let no forſaken Maid, 
Our Wanderer, for want of Love, upbraid; 
Since 'tis a Secret, none ſhou'd e'er confels, 
That they have loſt the happy Power to pleaſe. 
If you ſuſpe& the Rogue inclin'd to break, 
Break firſt, and ſwear you've turn'd him off a Week ; 
As Princes, when they reſty States-Men doubt, 
Before they can ſurrender, turn 'em out. 
Whate'er you think, grave Uſes may be made, 
As much, ev'n for Inconflancy be ſaid. 
Let the good Man for Marriage Rites deſign d, £ 


With ſtudious Care, and Diligence of Mind, 

Turn over ev'ry Page of Womankind ; 

Mark ev'ry Senſe, and how the Readings vary, 

And when he knows the worſt on't, let him Marry. 


PROLOGUE 70 the GAM ESTE a: 4 Comedy. 
By Mrs. Centlivre. As it was acted at the 
New Theatre in Lincoln's-Inn Fields. 1704. 


Spoken by Mr. BETTERTOx. 


F humble Wives, that drag the Marriage-Chain, 

| With curſed dogged Husbands may complain ; 
If turn'd at large to ſtarve, as we by you, 

They may, at leaſt, for Alimony ſue. 


Know, 
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Know, we reſolve to make the Caſe our own, 
Between the Plaintiff Stage, and the Defendant Town. 
When firſt you took us from our Father's Houſe, 
And lovingly our Int'reft did eſpouſe, 

You kept us fine, careſs'd, and lodg'd us here, 
And Honey-Moon held out above three Year ; 

At length, for Pleaſures known do ſeldom laſt, 
Frequent Enjoyment pall'd your ſprightly Taſte ; 
And tho' at firſt you did not quite neglect, 

We found your Love was dwindled to Reſpect. 
Sometimes, indeed, as in your Way it fell, 

You ſtopp'd, and call'd to fee if we were well. 
Now, quite eftrang'd, this wretched Place you ſhun, 
Like bad Wine, Bus'neſs, Duels, and a Dun. 

Have we for this increas'd Apollo's Race? 

Been often pregnant with your Wits Embrace? 5 
And borne you many chopping Babes of Grace? 
Some ugly Toads we had, and that's the Curſe, 
They were ſo like you, that they far'd the worſe; 
For this to-night, we are not much in pain, 

Look on't, and if you like it, entertain : 

Tf all the Midwife ſays, of it, be true, 

There are ſome Features too like ſome of you: 

For u, if you think fitting to forſake it, 

We mean to run away, and let the Pariſh take it. 
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EPILOOG u ſpoken by Mrs. Barry, at the 
Theatre-Royal in Drury-Lane, April be 
7th, 1709, at her playing in Love FOR 
Love with Mrs. Bracegirdle, for the Be- 
nefit of Mr. Betterton. 


As ſome brave Knight, who once with Spear and 
Shield | | 
Had ſought Renown in many a well-fought Field; 
But now no more with ſacred Fame inſpir'd, 
Was to a peaceful Hermitage retir'd : 
There, if by Chance difaſt'rous Tales he hears, 
Of Matrons Wrongs, and captive Virgins Tears, 
He feels ſoft Pity urge his gen'rous Breaſt, 
And vows once more to ſuccour the Diftreſs'd. 
Buckl'd in Mail, he fallies on the Plain, 
And turns him to the Feats of Arms again. 
So we, to former Leagues of Friendſhip true, C 


Have bid once more our peaceful Homes adieu, 
To aid old THOMAS, and to pleaſure you. 
Like errant Damſels, boldly we engage, 

Arm'd, as you ſee, for the defenceleſs Stage. 
Time was, when this good Man no Help did lack, 
And ſcorn'd that any She ſhould hold his Back; 
But now, ſo Age and Frailty have ordain'd 

By * two at once he's forc'd to be ſuſtain'd, 

You ſee what Failing Nature brings Man to ; 

And yet let none inſult, for ought we know, £ 
She may not wear ſo well with ſome of you. 

Tho' old, you find his Strength is not clean paſt, 
But true as Steel he's Mettle to the laſt. 


| Tf ö 
* Mrs, Barry and Mrs. Bracegirdle claſp bim round the Waſte, | 
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If better he perform'd in Days of Yore, 
Yet now he gives you all that's in his Pow'r ; f 
What can the youngeſt of you all do more ? | 
What he has been, tho' preſent Praiſe be dumb, 

Shall haply be a Theme in Times to come, c 
As now we talk of Ros cus, and of Nome. 

Had you withheld your Favors on this Night, 
Old SHAKE SPEAR's Ghoſt had ris'n to do him Right. 
With Indignation had you ſeen him frown 

Upon a worthleſs, witleſs, taſteleſs Town ; 

Griev'd and repining, you had heard him ſay, 
Why are the Muſes Labors caſt away ? 
Why did I write what only he could play ? 

But ſince, like Friends to Wit, thus throng'd you meet, 
Go on and make the gen'rous Work compleat ; 

Be true to Merit, and ſtill own his Cauſe, 

Find ſomething for him more than bare Applauſe, 

In juſt Remembrance of your Pleaſures paſt, 

Be kind, and give him a Diſcharge at laſt, 

In Peace and Eaſe Life's Remnant let him wear, 

And hang his conſecrated Buskin * there. 


— 8 


EpITOGUE, to The Cruel Gift. A Tragedy. 
By Mrs. Centlivre. As it was acted at the 
Theatre-Royal in Drury-Lane, 1717. 


Spoken by Mrs. Oiprieio. 


JF ELL, — 'twas a narrow 'Scape my Lowery made 
That Cup and Maſſage— I was ſore afraid — 
Was that a Preſent for a new-made Wigeaw, 
All in her diſmal Dumps, like doleful DID O? 


When 


* Pointing to the Top of the Stage, 
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When one peep'd in--and hop'd for ſomething good, 
There was — Oh! Gad a nafty Heart and Blas 
If the old Man had ſhew'd himfelf a Father, | 
His Bowl ſhould have inclos'd a Cordial rather, 
Something to chear me up amidſt my Trance, 
L' Eau de Barbad? — or comfortable Nants + ! 
He thought he paid it off with being ſmart, 
And to be witty, cry'd, he'd ſend the Heart. 
I could have told his Gravity, moreover, 
Were I our Sex's Secrets to diſcover, 8 
Tis what we never look for in a Lower. 
Let but the Bridegroom prudently provide 
All other Matters fitting for a Bride, 
So he make good the Feel and the Fointure, 
To miſs the Heart, does ſeldom diſappoint her. 
Faith, for the Faſhion Hearts of /ate are made in, 
They are the vileſt Baubles we can trade in. 
Where are the tough brave BRITO Ms to be found, 
With Hearts of Oak, fo much of old renown'd ? 
How many worthy Gentlemen of late 
Swore to be true to Mother-Church and State; 
When their falſe Hearts were ſecretly maintaining 
Yon trim King Pe y1 x, at Avignon reigning ? 
Shams on the canting Crew of Soul- Inſurers 
That Tyburn-Tribe of ſpeech mating Now-jurors ; i 
Who in new fangled Terms, old Truths explaining, 
Teach honeſt Engli/hmen, damn'd Double- Meaning. 
Oh! would you loft Integrity reſtore 

And boaſt that Faith your plain Fore Fathers bore ; 8 

| What 


* This Tragedy was founded upon the Story of Segiſmords 
and Guiſcardo, one of Boccace's Novel's; wherein the Heart 
of the Lover, is ſent by the Father to his Daughter, as a Pre- 
ſent. | 


+ i, e. Citron-Water and good Brandy. 
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What ſurer Pattern can you hope to find, 
Than that dear PE cs * your Mon Axch left behind! 
See how his Looks his honeſt Heart explain, 
And ſpeak the Bleſſings >f his future Reign ! 
In his each Feature, Truth, and Candor trace, 
And read Plain-Dealing written in his Face. 

* The Prince of Wales then preſent. 


* 


PROL OO UE, to the Non-JuROR. A 
Comedy. By Mr. Cibber. As it was afted 
at the Theatre-Royal in Drury-Lane. 1718. 


Spoken by Mr. WI LX s. 


5 Night, ye Whigs and Tories both be ſafe, 
Nor hope at one another's Coſt to laugh, 
We mean to ſouſe old Satan and the Pope ; 
They've no Relations here, nor Friends, we hope. 
A Tool of theirs ſupplies the Comic Stage 

With juſt Materials for Satyric Rage: 

Nor think our Colors may too ſtrongly paint 

The ſtiff Non-Zuring Separation Saint. 
Good-breeding ne'er commands us to be civil 

To thoſe who give the Nation to the Devil; 

Who at our ſureſt, beſt Foundation ſtrike, 

And hate our Monarch and our Church alike; 
Our Church, —which aw'd with reverential Fear, 
Scarcely the Muſe preſumes to mention here. 
Long may She Theſe her worſt of Foes defy, 

And lift her mitred Head triumphant to the Sky: 
While theirs —— But Satire ſilently diſdains 

To name, what lives not, but in Madmen's Brains. 
Like Bawds, each lurking Paſtor ſeeks the Dark, 
And fears the Juſtice's enquiring Clerk. 
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In cloſe Back-rooms his routed Flocks he rallies, 


And reigns the Patriarch of blind Lanes and Allies. 


There ſafe, he lets his thund'ring Cenſures fly, 
Unchriſtens, damns us, gives our Laws the Lie, 
And excommunicates Three-Stories high. 

Why, ſince a Land of Liberty they hate, 

Still will they linger in this Free-born State? 
Here, ev'ry Hour, freſh, hateful, Objects riſe, 
Peace and Proſperity afflit their Eyes: 

With Anguiſh, Prince, and People they ſurvey, 
Their juſt Obedience, and His righteous Sway. 
Ship off, ye Slaves, and ſeek ſome Paſſive Land, 
Where Tyrants after your own Hearts command. 
To your Tran/alpine Maſter's Rule reſort, 

And fill an empty Abdicated Court: 

Turn your Poſſeſſions here to ready Rhino, 

And buy ye Lands and Lordſhips at Urbino. 


; 


HoRrarT. 
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Ho RA r. LI I. II. ODE IV. 
Ad XANTHIAM. 


I. 


N= E fit ancillæ tibi amor pudori, 
Xanthia Phoceu : prins inſolentem 


Serva Briſeis niveo color 
Movit Achillum. 


II. 


Movit Ajacem, Telamone natum, 

Forma captive dominum Tecmeſſe : 

Arſit Atrides medio in triumpho 
Virgine raptd: 


III. 
Barbaræ poſtquam cecidere turme 
Theſſalo victore, & ademptus Hecter 
Tradidit feſſis leviora tolli 
Pergama Graiis. 


IV. Neſcias, 
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Hor Ack, Book II. Op IV. Imitated. 


The Lord Griffin to the Earl of Scarſdale. 


I. 


O not, moſt fragrant Earl, diſclaim 
Thy bright, thy reputable Flame, 
To Bracegirdle the Brown; 
But publickly eſpouſe the Dame, 
And fay G= D— the Town. 
3 
Full many Heroes, fierce and keen, 
With Drabs have deeply ſmitten been, 
Although right good Commanders; 
Some who with you have Hown/ſoxv (een, 
And ſome who've been in Flanders. 
III. 
Did not baſe Greber s PE O inflame 
The ſober Earl of Nottingham, 
Of ſober Sire deſcended ? 
That careleſs of his Soul and Fame, 
To Play-houſes he nightly came, 
And left Church undefended. 
| IV. 

The Monarch who of France is hight, 
Who rules the Roſt with matchleſs Might, 
Since WILLIAM went to Heaven; 
Loves MainTENoN, his Lady bright, 

Who was but S cARRO x's Leaving. 


V. Tho' 
* Signiora Franceſco Marguareta de Eine, an Italian 


| 
| 
| 


308 Po us on ſeveral Occaſions. 


IV. 
Neſcias, an te generum beati 
Phyllidis flave decorent parentes : 
Regium cert? genus, & penates 
Meret iniquos. 


V. 
Crede non illam tibi de ſcelgſta 
Plebe deleftam : neque fic fidelem, 
Sic Incro averſam potuiſſe naſei © 
Maire pudends. 


4. 
Brachia & vultum, tereteſque ſuras 
Integer lande: fuge ſuſpicari, 
Cujus octavam trepidavit ata: 
Claudere luſtrum. 


Horar. 
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V. 
Tho' thy Dear's Father kept an Inn 
At griſly Head of Saracen, 
For Carriers at Northampton ; 
Yet ſhe might come of gentler Kin, 
Than e'er that Father dreamt on. 
„ 
Of Proffers large her Choice had ſhe, 
Of Jewels, Plate, and Land in Fee 
Which ſhe with Scorn rejected: 
And can a Nymph ſo virtuous be 
Of baſe-born Blood ſuſpeCted ? 
VIE :-* 
Her dimple Cheek, and roguiſh Eye, 
Her ſlender Waſte, and taper Thigh, 
I always thought provoking ; 
But, faith tho' I talk waggitſhly, 


I mean no more than Joking. 
VIII. 


Then be x not jealous, Friend, for why ? 


My Lady Marchioneſs is nigh, 
To ſee I ne'er ſhall hurt ye; 
Beſides, you know full well, that I 


Am turn'd of Five-and-forty. 
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Ho R Ar. LI ;. III. ODE IX. 


Ad LV DIA M. 


HORATIUS. 


Onec gratus eram tibi, 
Nec gaiſfuam pottor brachia candide 
Cervici j Juvents dabat, 

Perſarum vigui Rege beatior. 


LYDIA. 
Donec non alia magis 
Arſiſti, neque erat Lydia poſt Chlein, 
Multi Lydia nominis 
Romans vigui clarier Ilia. 


HO RATI Us. 


Me nunc - Crefſa Chl regit, 
Dulces docia modes, & citharæ ſciens : 


Pro qua non metuam mori, 


Si parcent anime fata ſuperſtiti. 


LYDIA. 
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The RECONCILEMENT between 
Jacob Tonſon and Mr. Congreve. 


An Imitation of Hox Ac. Book III. Op E IX. 


TONSON. 5 
HILE at my Houſe in Fleet-freet once you lay, 
How merrily, dear Sir, Time paſs'd away ? 
While I partook your Wine, your Wit, and Mirth, 
I was the happieſt Creature on God's Vearth *. 


CONGREFYE. 
While in your early Days of Reputation, 
You for blue Garters had not ſuch a Paſſion ; = 
While yet you did not uſe (as now your Trade is) | 
To drink with noble Lords, and toaſt their Ladies ; | 
Thou, Jacos Tonsonw, wert to my conceiving, 
The chearfulleſt, beſt, honeſt, Fellow living. 


| 
| 
| | 
TONSON. | 3 
I'm in with Captain Vans xv at the preſent, | 
A moſt fweet-natur'd Gentleman, and pleaſant; 
He writes your Comedies, draws Schemes, and Models: 
And builds Dukes Houſes upon very odd Hills: 
For him, ſo much I dote on him, that J, 
If I was ſure to go to Heaven, would die. 


CON. 


= - p ——— — —— —— * A — 


„ Todſcn (Sen.) his DialeR, 
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M. torret face mutua 
Tharini Calais filius Ornitht : 
Pro quo bis patiar mori 


Si parcent puero fata ſuperſtiti. 


* HO RAT I US. 
Druid, fi priſca redit Venus ? 
Diducteſue jugo cogit abeneo? 


Si flava excutitur Chloe, 


Rejeteque patet janua Lydia? 


LYDIA. 


Duanquam fidere pulchrior 
Ille eft, tu levior cortice, & n 
Iracundior Adria, 


Tecum vivere amem, tecum . l bens, 
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CONGR EVE. 
Traurig and DaLavaL are now my Party, 25 
Men that are tam Mercurio both quam Marte; 
And tho' for them I ſhall ſcarce go to Heaven, 
Yet I can drink with them fix Nights in ſeven. 


| TONSON. . 
What if from Va n's dear Arms I ſhould retire, 
And once more warm my f Bannians at your Fire; 
If I to Bow-ftreet ſhould invite you home, 
And ſet a Bed up in my Dining-Room, c 
Teil me, dear Mr. Concxtve, would you come? 


CONGREPFYE. 

Tho' the gay Sailor, and the gentle Knight, 
Were ten times more my Joy and Heart's Delight; 
Tho! civil Perſons they, you ruder were, 

And had more Humors than a Dancing-Bear ; 
et for your fake I'd bid em both adieu, 
And live and die, dear Cos, with only you. 


* Sir Richard Temple, now Lord Cobham, 
+ Jacos's Term for his Corns, 


e Horace, 


- 
——»-„ A Rr Oo — — 
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Har Lts. WM. ODE XXT. 


AD AMPHORAM. | 
+. | 
O Nata mecum c onſuls . 
Seu tu querelas, Jouve geris _ 
8 eu rixam, & inſanas amores, 


\ Sev Vacilem, Pia te Ne, ſemnum : 3. 


II. 
Duvcungue lectum nomine Maſſicum 
Servas, moygrs digna bono dis- 

Deſcende, Corving jubente, 


Promere languidiora vina. 
III. 


Non ille, quanquam Socraticis madet 
Sermonibus, te negliget borridus : 
Nerratur & priſei Catonis 

| Sept mero caluiſſe virtus. 


8 
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Horace, Boox III. Opz XXI. 


To his CAs k. 


I. 


AIL, gentle Ca s x, whoſe venerable Head 
With hoary Down and ancient Duſt o'er-ſpread, 
Proclaims, that ſince the Vine firſt brought Thee forth 
Old Age has added to thy Worth. 
Whether the ſprightly Juice thou doſt contain, 
Thy Vot'ries will to Wit and Love, 
Or ſenſeleſs Noiſe and Lewdneſs move, 
Or Sleep, the Cure of theſe and ey'ry other Pain. 
n II. 
Since to ſome Day propitious and great, 
Juſtly at firſt thou was deſign'd by Fate; 
This Day, the happieſt of thy many Vears, 
With thee I will forget my Cares: 
To my CORYINUS Health thou ſhalt go round, 
(Since thou art ripen'd for to Day, 
And longer Age would bring Decay) 
Till ev'ry anxious Thought in the rich Stream be 
drown'd. 


III. 

To thee my Friend his Roughneſs ſhall ſubmit, 
And SOCRATES himſelf a while forget. 
Thus when old CAT O would ſometimes unbend 

The rugged Stiffneſs of his Mind 
Stern and ſevere, the Stoic quaff d his Bowl, 

His frozen Virtue felt the Charm, 

And ſoon grew pleas'd, and ſoon grew warm, 

And bleſs'd the ſprightly Pow'r that chear d his gloomy 

Soul. 
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IV. 
Tu lene tormentum ingenio admoves 
Plerumque duro : tu ſaprentium 
Curas, & arcanum Jocofo 
Confilium retegis Lyeo. 


V. 
Tu ſpem reducis mentibus anxiis, 
Vireſque, & addis cornua pauperi, 
Poſt te neque iratos trementi 
Regum apices, neque militum arma. 


_ 
Te Liber, &, fi læta aderit Venus, 


| Segneſque nodum ſelvere Gratiæ, 


Viveque producent lucerne, 
Dum rediens fugat ara Phebus. 


98 250 


HoR Ar. 
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IV. 
With kind Conftraint ill Nature thou doſt bend, 
And mould the ſnarling Cynic to a Friend. 
The Sage reſerv'd, and fam'd for Gravity, 
Finds all he knows ſamm'd up in thee, 
And by thy Pow'r unlock'd, grows eaſy, gay, and free. 
The Swain, who did ſome credulous Nymph perſuade 
To grant him all, inſpir'd by thee, A 
Devotes her to his Vanity, . 
And to his Fellow-Fops toaſts the abandon'd Maid. 
V. 
The Wretch who preſs'd beneath a Load of Cares, 
And lab'ring with continual Woes, deſpairs. | 
If thy kind Warmth does his chill'd Senſe invade, 
From Earth he rears his drooping Head, 
Reviv'd by thee, he ceaſes now to mourn”; 
His flying Cares give way to Haſte, 
And to the God reſign his Breaſt, 
Where Hopes of better Days, and better Things return. 
VI. 
The lab'ring Hind, who with hard Toil and Pains, 
Amidft his Wants, a wretched Life maintains; 
If thy rich Juice his homely Supper crown, 
Hot with thy Fires, and bolder 
Of Kings, and of their arbitrary Power, 
And how by unpious Arms they reign, 
Fiercely he talks with rude Diſdain, 
And vows to be a Slave, to be a Wretch no more. 
wb. 57 
Fair Queen of Love and thou tur God of Wine, 8 
Hear ev'ry Grace, and all ye Pow'rs divine, 
All that to Mirth and Friendſhip do incline, 
Crown this auſpicious Cask, and happy Night, 
With all Things that can give Delight ; 
Be ev'ry Care and anxious Thought away; 
Ye Tapers ſtill be bright and clear, 
Rival the Moon, and each pale Star, 
Your Eeams ſhall yie!dto none, but his who brings the Day, 


i. | Horacs, 
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Ho RAA r. LIEB. IV. el J. 


AD VENEREM. 
Nrermiſſa Venus diu, 
Rurſus bella moves: parce, precor, precor, 

Non ſum, qualis eram bone 

Sub regno Cynare : define dulcium 
Mater ſæva Capidinum, 

Circa luſtra decem flefters mollibus 
Jam durum imperiis: Abi 

Duo blande juvenum te revecam preces. 
Temgeſtiuins in demo | 

Pauli, purpureis ales urin, 


Comme ſſabere Maximi, 


Si torrere jecur queris idoneum. 
Namgque & nobilis, & decens, 

Et pro ſollicitis non tacitus reis, 
Et centum puer artium, 

Cate na feret militia tua. 
Et, quandoque potentior 

Largis muneribus riferit æmuli, 


Albanos prope te lacus 
Ponet marmoream fub trabe Citred. 


WIT: 
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Horacz, Book IV.” Ove =” 
To VENUS. 


NCE more the Queen of Love invades my Breaſt, 
Late, with long Eaſe, and peaceful Pleaſures bleſt; 
Spare, ſpare the Wretch, that Ai has been thy Slave, 
And let my former Service have * 
The Merit to protect me to the Grave. 
Much am I chang'd from what I once have been, 
When under CyYn ERA the good and fair, 
With Joy I did thy Fetters wear, 
Bleſs'd in the gentle Sway of an indulgent Queen. 
Stiff and unequal to the Labor now, 
With Pain my Neek beneath thy Yoke I bow, 


Doſt thou not much rather fly 


Why doit thou urge me ſtill to bear? Oh! why . 


To youthful Breaſts, to Mirth and Gaiety ? 
Go, bid thy Swans their gloſſy Wings expand, 
And ſwiftly thro' the yielding Air 
To Damon thee their Goddeſs bear, 
Worthy to be thy Slave, and fit for thy Command. 
Noble, and graceful, witty, gay, and young, 
Joy in his Heart, Love on his charming Tongue. 
Skill'd in a Thouſand ſoft prevailing Arte, 
With wond'rous Force the Youth imparts 
Thy Pow'r to une xperienc'd Virgins Hearts, 
Far ſhall he ſtretch the Bounds of thy Command: 
And if thou ſhalt his Wiſhes bleſs, 
Beyond his Rivals with Suceeſs, 
In Gold and Marble ſhall thy Statues ſtand. 
Beneath the ſacred Shade of Ode/'s Wood, 
Or on the Tanks of Ouſe's gentle Flood, 
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Duces thura, rægue, & Bereqynthie 
Delectabere tibi 
Miſtis carminibus, non fone fiftula. 
Illic bis pueri die 
 Numen cum teneris virginibus tuum 
Laudantet, pede candido 
In morem Salinm ter quatient Hive, 
Ae nec feemina, nec puer 
Jam, nec ſpes animi credula mutui „ 
Nec certare juvat mero, 
Nec vincire novis tempora floribus. 
| Sed cur heu, Ligurine, cur | 
Manat rara meas lacryma per ca, 4 
Cur facunda pardm deconm 
Inter verba cadit lingua fais 
Nefturnis te ego ſammiis | 
Jam captum teneo, jam volucrem or 
Te per gramina Marti 
Campi, of per aquas, * ene. 
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Wich od'rous Beams a Temple he ſhall raile, Þ 
For ever ſacred to thy Praiſe, peas 
Till the fair Stream, and Wood, and Love itſelf decays. 
There while rich Incenſe on thy Altar burns, 

Thy Votaries, the Nymphs and Swains, 

In melting ſoft harmonious Strain, [Tarns. 
Mix'd with the ſofter Flutes, ſhall tell their Flames by 
As Love and Beauty with the Light are born, 
So with the Day thy Honors ſhall return ; 

Some lovely Youth, pair'd with a blaſhing Maid, 

A Troop of either Sex ſhall lead, | 
And twice the Sa/ian Meaſures round thy Altar tread. 
Thus with an equal Empire o'er the Light, 

The Queen of Love, and God of Wit, 

Together riſe, together ſit : 

But, Goddeſs, do thou ſtay, and bleſs alone the - Night. 
There may'{ thou reign, while I forget to love; 

No more falſe Beauty ſhall my PaſiM move: 
Nor ſhall my fond believing Heart be lead, . 


By mutual Vows and Oaths betray'd, 

To hope for Truth from the proteſting Maid. 
With Love the ſprightly Joys of Wine are fled; 

The Roſes too ſhall wither now, 4 
That us'd to ſhade and crown my Brow, . a 

And round my chearſul Temples fragrant Odors ſhed. 
Bat tell me, CyNT 41 a, fay, bewitching Fair, 
What mean theſe Sighs ? Why ſteals this falling Tear? 
And when my ſtruggling Thoughts for Paſſage ** c 


Why did my Tongue refuſe to move ; 
Tell me, can this be any thing but Love? 
Still with the Night my Dreams my Griets renew, 

Still ſhe is preſent to my Eyes, 

And ſtill in vain I, as ſhe flies, 
O'er Woods, and Plains, and Seas, tie ſcornful Maid 

purſue, 
P5 Horacs, 
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Ad ALBIUM TIBULLUM. 


Lt, mftrerum Sermonum candide judex, 
Quid 7 nunc te dicam facere in regione Pedana# 
Scribere quid Cofei Par menſi epuſcula vincat f 

An tacitum ſylvas inter reptare falbres, 
Curantem quiequid dignum fapiente bonoque oft ? | 
Non tu coxgues eri fine pectore. . Di tibi formam,. 
. tibi divitias dederant, artemque fruendi. 
Aua voverr dulri nutricula majus alumno, | 
Quark ſapere, & fari ut pft que ſoutie?, utgua 
Gratia, ſama, valetude contingat abund?, 


2, 
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Nr E, Bo OK I. Erie. IV. 
IlImitatec. 


To RienARD Tons AHIIL, Zfq; * 


Hort HUI, whom doubly to my Heart commend 
The Critic's Art, and Candor of a Friend, 
Say what thou doſt in thy Retirement find, 
Worthy the Labors of thy active Mind; 
Whether the tragic Muſe inſpires thy Thought, 
To emulate what moving Orwa r wrote; 
Or whether to the Covert of ſome Grove 
Thou and thy Thoughts do from the World remoye, 
Where to thyſelf thou all thoſe Rules doſt ſhow, 


That good Men ought to practiſe, or wiſe know. 


For ſure thy Maſs of Man is no dull Clay, 
But well inform'd with the celeſtial Ray. 

The bounteous Gods, to thee compleatly kind, 
In a fair Frame inelos'd thy fairer Mind; 

And tho' they did profuſely Wealth beſtow, 
They gave thee the true Uſe of Wealth to know. 
Could ev'n the Nurſe wiſh for her darling Boy 
A Happineſs which thou doſt not enjoy ; 

What can her fond Ambition ask be yond 

A Soul by Wiſdom's nobleſt Nw crown'd ? 

To this fair Speech, and happy Utr'rance join'd, 

T' unlock the ſecret Treaſures of the Mind, 

And mike the Bleſſing common to Mankind. { 
On theſe let Health and Reputation wait, 

The favor of the Virtuous and the Great : 


| A 
* Who fought the Duel with Sir Cho/mondley Deering, 


| 
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Et mundus vidtus, non deficiente crumena f 
Inter hem, curamgue, zimures inter & iras, 
Omnem crede diem tibi diluxi e ſupremum. 

Grata ſuperveniet, que non ſperabitur, bora, 
Me pinguem, & nitidum benè curata cute viſes, 
Cam ridere voles Epicuri de grege porcum. 


. 
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A Table-chearfully and cleanly ſpread, 
Stranger alike to Riot and to Need: 
Such an Eſtate as no Extremes may know, 
A free and juſt Diſdain for all things elſe below. 
Amidſt uncertain Hopes, and anxious Cares, 
Tumult'ous Strife, and miſerable Fears, 
Prepare for all Events thy conſtant Breaſt, 
And let each Day be to thee as thy laſt. 
That Morning's Dawn will with new Pleaſure rfſe, 
Whoſe Light ſhall unexpected bleſs thy Eyes. 
Me, when to Town in Winter you repair, 
Batt'ning in Eaſe you'll find, ſleek, freſh, and fair; 
Me, who have learn'd from E yz c vu avs' Lore, - 
To ſnatch the Bleflings of the flying Hour, 
Whom ev'ry Friday at the Vine you'll find 
His true DS, and your SG Friend. 


» The Ying Tavern in LA 
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Do- U 17 T Roi prffuyen Endl ora PIO 
| Spina gravis nitidi floris amore cal. 
Protinus armorem ponit pdeatior ras, 
Et jam blanda ſue perrigit ora Roſe. 
Ut videt alternis ambas concurrere votis, 
Sue regit Bortorum maxima F 2 0 RA vices 
Feælices jubet binc cocant in farderd, utriſur 
Unus, & er Uno Hemmate farget | bonds. 
Tu decus — dixit, mea, da, Roſa, Spine, 


Et tu perpetuam protsgs, $i ind, Roſa. 
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THE UNION. 


Wega brighteſt Red the bluſhing Roſe 
Her freſheſt op'ning Beauties did diſcloſe ; 


Her, the rough Thite, from a neighb'ring Field, 
With fond Defires and Lover's Eyes beheld; 
Strait the flerce Plant lays by his pointed Darts, 
And wooes the gentle Flow'r with ſofter Arts. 
Kindly be heard, and did his Flame ap 

And own'd the Warrior worthy of her Lore 
Fron, whoſe happy Laws the Sexfons guide, ) 
Who does in Fields and painted Meads —.— c 
And crowns the Gardens with their lo y Pride, 

With Pleaſure ſaw the Pair combine, 

To favor what their Godagſi did deſign, c 
And bid them in etefnal Un ro w join. 

Henceforth, ſhe ſaid, in each returning Year, 

One Stem the Thiſtle and the Rofe ſhall-hear : 

The Thif/e's laſting Grace, thou, O my Roſe / ſhalt be, 
The warlike Thifth's Arm, a ſure Defence to Thee. 


328 Pokus on ſeveral Occaſions. 


* — 


On CONTENTME NI. 


Done from the Latin of J. Gerhard . 


ANY chat once, by Fortunes Bounty rear d, 
Amidſt the Wealthy and the Great appear'd ; 
Have wiſely from thoſe envy'd Heights declin d, 
Have ſunk to that juſt Level of Mankind, 
Where nor 700 little, nor too much gives the true Peace 
of Mind. 


— = — = 
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On the las Judgment, and the Happineſs 
of the Saints in Heaven. 


Done foot the Latin of J. Gerhard. 


N that bleſs'd Day, from ev'ry Part, the Juſt, 

Rais'd from the liquid Deep or mould'ring Duſt, 
The various Products of Time's fruitful Womb, 
All of paſt Ages, preſent and to come, 
In full Aſſembly ſhall at once reſort, 
And meet within high Heav'n's capacious Court: 
There famous Names rever'd in Days of old, 
Our great Forefathers there we ſhall behold, 
From whom old Stocks and Anceſtry began, 
And worthily in long Succeſſion ran; | 
The reverend Sires with Pleaſure ſhall we greet, 
Attentive hear, while faithful they repeat 
Full many a virtuous Deed, and many a noble Feat. 


+ In his Mediratione: Sacre. 
Ws 


There, 
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There, all thoſe tender Ties, which here below, 
Or Kindred, or more facred Friendſhip know, 
Firm, conſtant, and unchangeable ſhall grow. 
Refin'd from Paſſion, and the Dregs of Senſe, 
A better, truer, dearer Love from thence, : 
Its everlaſting Being ſhall commence: 
There, like their Days, their Joys ſhall ne er be done, 
No Night ſhall riſe, to ſhade Heav'n's glorious Sun, 5 
But one eternal Holy-day go on. 


— 


COLIN's COMPLAINT. 


A SONG, to the Tune of Grim King of 
the Ghoſts. 


Dae beſide a clear Stream, 
A Shepherd forſaken was laid; 
And while a falſe Nymph was his Theme, 
A Willow ſupported his Head. 
The Wind that blew over the Plain, 
To his Sighs with a Sigh did reply; 
And the Brook, in return to his Pain, 
Ran mournfully murmuring by. 


Alas, filly Swain that I was | 
Thus ſadly complaining he cry'd, 
When firſt I beheld that fair Face, 
Twere better by far IL had dy'd. 
She talk'd, and I bleſs'd the dear Tongue; 
When ſhe ſmil'd, twas a Pleaſure too great. 
I liſten'd, and cry'd, when ſhe ſung, 
Was Nightingale ever ſo ſweet? 


ab? a * , ; How 
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How fooliſh was I to believe * 
She could doat on ſo lowly a Clown, | 
Or that her fond Heart would not grieve 
Io forſake the fine Folk of the Town ? 
To think that a Beauty ſo gay, inks. od oa! 
So kind and ſo conſtant would prove; 
Or go clad like our Maidens in Gray, 
Or live in a Cottage on Love? | 


What tho' I have Skill to complain, « 
Tho' the Muſes my Temples have crown'd ; 
What tho? when they hear my foft Strain, 
The Virgins fit weeping around. 
Ah, Coin, thy Hopes are in vain, 
Thy Pipe and thy Laurel refign ; 
Thy falſe o one inclines to a 
Whoſe Muſic is ſweeter than thine, 


And you, my Companions ſo dear, 
menen. 
Forbear to accuſe the falſe Maid.” 221] 2&1 

Tho' thro' the wide World I ſhould range, 
'Tis in vain from my Fortune to fly, 

"Twas hers to be falſe and to 
'Tis mine to be conſtant and die. 


If while my bard Fate I ſuſtain, 16 (7 
In her Breaſt any Pity is found, dell 
Let her come with the Nymphs of the Flain, f 
And ſee me laid low in the Ground. b'2 
The laſt humble Boon that I crave, 
Is to ſhade me with Cypreſs and Yew; | 
And when ſhe looks down on my Grave, 
—— 
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Then to her new Love let her go, 
And deck her in golden Array, 
Be fineſt at ev'ry fine Show, 
And frolic it all the long Day ; 
While Colin, forgotten and gone, 
No more ſhall be talk'd of, or ſeen, 
Unleſs when beneath the pale Moon, 
His Ghoſt ſhall glide over the Green, 


VP — 


EpIGRAM on a Lady obo fhed ber Water” 
at ſeeing the Tragedy of Caro. 


WI ny maudlin Whigs deplore tele Car0's 
ate, 

Still with dry Eyes the Tory C21 74 fate: 

But tho' her Pride forbad her Eyes to flow, 

The guſhing Waters found a Vent below. 

Tho? ſecret yet with copious Streams ſhe mourns, 

Like twenty Niver- God with all their Uras. 

Let others ſcrew an hypocritic Face, 

She ſhews her Grief in a fincerer Place! 

Here Nature reigns, and Paſſion void of Art; 

For this Road leads directly to the Heart. 


— — —— — — 


ImMiTATED n Latin. 


Lorat fata ſui dum cetera Turba Catonis, 
Ecce ] oculis ficcis Celia fixa ſedet ; 


At quanquam lachrymis faſtus wetat ora rigari, 
Inventre viam ud per opaca faint : 


Clam 
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Clam dolet illa quidem, manat tamen humor abund}, 
Numinis ex Urns, cen fluvialis aqua. 


Diftorquent alia vultus, fimulantque dolorem : 
Due mage ſincera eft Cælia parte dolet. | 

Dug mera natura eft, non perſonata ler artem, 
Duaque itur refs cordis ad ima via. 


* 


M E C KR N A 8. 


VEeRSEs cccgſioned by the Honors conferred 
on the Right Honorable the Earl of H a1- 
LIFAX, 1714. Being that Year inſtalled 

Knight 4 the me noble Order of the Garter. 


* and Cx AR once conſpir'd to grace 
A noble Knight, of ancient Tuſcan Race. 
The Monarch, greatly conſcious of his Worth, 
From Books and his Retirement call'd him forth; 
Adorn'd the Patriot with the Civic Crown, 
The Conſul's Faſces, and Patrician Gown : 
The World's whole Wealth he gave him to beſtow, 
And teach the Streams of Treaſure where to flow : 
To him he bad the ſuppliant Nations come, 
And on his Counſels fix'd the Fate of Rome. 

The God of Wit, who taught him firſt to ſing, 7 
And tune high Numbers to the vocal String, 1 
With jealous Eyes beheld the bounteous King. 

Forbear, he cry'd, to rob me of my Share; 
Our common Fav'rite is our common Care. 
Honors and Wealth thy grateful Hand may give; 
But Pro Bs only bids the Poet live. 


The 
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The Service of his faithful Heart is thine; 
There let thy JuLian Star an Emblem ſhine; c 
His Mind, and her imperial Seat are mine. 

Then bind his Brow, ye The/dian Maids, he ſaid, 

The willing Muſes the Command obey'd, c 
And wove the deathleſs Laurel for his Head. 


EloRAu, on the Prince of Walxs's, 
- then Regent, appearing at the Fire in Spring- 
Garden, 1716. 


"THY Gv arias, bleſt Britannia, ſcorns to ſleep, 
When the ſad SubjeQs of his Father weep; 

Weak Princes by their Fears increaſe Diſtreſs ; 

He. faces Danger, and ſo makes it leſs. 

Tyrants on blazing Towns may ſmile with Joy, 

He knows to Save, is greater than Deſtroy. 


md 


Sonc on a fine Woman who had a dull 
Husband, 


I 


HEN on fair Celia's Eyes I gaze, 
And bleis their Light divine; 

I ftand confounded with Amaze, . 
To think on what they ſhine. 


IT. On 
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N . 
On one vile Clod of Earth ſhe ſeems 
To fix their Influence ; 
Which kindles not at thoſe Es Beams, 
Nor wakens into Senſe. | 


ITE. 

Loſt and bewilder'd with the Thought, 
I cou'd not but 

That Nature's laviſh Hand had _—_— 
This faireſt Work in vain. 


IV. 
Thus ſome ah have the Stars ſurvey' . 
Are ignorantly led, 
To think thoſe glorious Lamps were made | 
To light Tom- Fool] to Bed. * 


— ” CO 8 _ — ä ä * * * — * 


Occafioned by bis firſt Vifit to Lady Warwick 
at Holland-Houſe. 


LT 8 
EARIN G that Chhe's Bower crown'd 


The Summit of a neighbouring Hill, 


Where ev'ry rural Joy was found, 
Where Health and Wealth were plac'd around, 


To wait like Servants on her Will. 
II. 


I went, and found 'twas as they ſaid, 


That ev'ry thing look'd freſh and fair; 


Her Herds in flow'ry Paſtures ſtray d, 
Delightful was the Green-Wood Shade, 


* * breath'd the balmy Air. 
III. 
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— III. 
But when I found my troubled Heart 
Uneaſy grown within my Breaſt, 
My Breath come ſhort, and in each Part 
Some new Diſorder ſeem to ſtart, 
Which pain'd me ſore and broke my Reſt: 


IV. 
Some noxious Vapour ſure, I ſaid, 
From this unwholſom Soil mutt riſe ; 
Some ſecret Venom is convey'd 
Or from this Field, or from that Shade, 
That does the Pow'rs of Life ſurprize. 
V. 
Soon as the skilful Leach behel 
The Change that in my Health was grown : 
Blame not, he cry'd, nor Wood nor Field ; 
Diſeaſes which ſuch Symptoms yield, 
Proceed from Chloe Eyes alone. 


VL 
Alike ſhe kills in ev'ry Air, 
The coldeſt Breaſt her Beauties warm; 
And tho the Fever took you there, 
If Chle had not been fo fair, 
The Place had never done you harm. 


++ 


S TANZ As. 
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| 
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_ 


"35. ob A” ee 


To Lady Warwick on Mr. Apbison's 
going to Ireland. 


E Gods and Nereid Nymphs who rule the Sea 
Who chain loud Storms and flill the raging Main! 
With care the gentle Lycidas convey, 
And bring the faithful Lover fafe again, 
II. 
When Albion's Shore with chearleſs Heart he leſt, 
Penſive and ſad upon the Deck he ſtood, | 
Of ev'ry Joy in Chloe's Eyes bereft, 10 
And wept his Sorrows in the ſwelling Flood. 
Nee 
Ah faireft Maid! whom, as I well divine, 
The righteous Gods his juft Reward ordain ; 
For his Return thy pious Wiſhes join, 
That thou at length a by pay him for his Pain, 
J A 


And fince his Love does thine alone purſue, 
In Arts unpraQtis'd and unus'd to range ; 
I charge thee be by his Example true, 
And ſhun thy Sex's Inclination, Change. 
V 


When Crowds of youthful Lovers round thee wait, 
And tender Thoughts in ſweeteſt Words impart ; 

When thou art woo'd by Titles, Wealth and State, 
Then think on Lycidas, and guard thy Heart. 
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TE” * 
When the gay Theatre ſhall charm thy Eyes, 
When artful Wit ſhall ſpeak thy Beauty's Praiſe; 
When Harmony ſhall thy ſoft Soul ſurpriſe, 
Sooth all thy Senſes, and thy Paſſions raiſe : 


VII. 


Amidſt whatever various Joys appear, 

Yet breathe one Sigh, for one {ad Minute mourn; 
Nor let thy Heart know one Delight ſincere, 

Till thy own trueſt Lycidas return. 
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I'T and Beauty, t'other Day, 
Chanc'd to take me in their way ; 
And, to make the Favor greater, 
Brought the Graces and Good-nature, 
Converſation Care-beguiling, 
Joy in Dimples ever ſmiling, 
All the Pleaſures here below, 
Men can ask or Gods beſtow. 
A jolly Train, believe me! No: 
There were but two, Lepell and How. 


Vo 1, II. Q. _ 


* 
5 _ 4 Y 
” 
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— 


The CONTENTED SHEPHERD, 


7 Mrs, A—D—. 


3 
8 on 2 Summer's Day. 


The Maid that I lov'd, 
As her Fancy mov'd, 
Came walking forth that way. 


* 


And as the paſſed by 


With a ſcornful Glance of her Eye, 


What a Shame, quoth ſhe, 
For a Swain muſt it be, 
Like a lazy Loon for to die! 
| | | 
And doſt thou nothing heed, 
What Pan our God has decreed ; 


What a Prize to-day 
Shall be given away, 


To the ſweeteſt Shepherd's Reed. 


IV. 
There's not a ſingle! Swain 
But with Hopes and Fears 


Now buſily prepares 
The bonny Boon to gain. 


In the Greenwood . lay, + | 
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Shall another Maiden ſhine 
In brighter Array than thine? 
Up, up, dull Swain, 
Tune thy Pipe once again, 
And make the Garland mine. 


Alas I my Love, he cry'd, 
What avails this courtly Pride? 
Since thy dear Deſert 


Is written in my Heart, 
What ; Is all the World beſide ? | 


bY * VII. 
To me thou art more gay 
In this homely Ruſſet Gray, 
Than the Nymphs of our Green, 
So trim, and ſo ſheen, 
Or the brighteſt Queen of May. - 


VIII. 
What tho my Fortune frown, 
And deny thee a filken Gown ; 
My own dear Maid, 
Be content with this Shade, 
And a Shepherd all thy own. 


$ 
— , . . N 
. Ld 
% * 


* the _ — 0 


b eee 
Poor bn and wd wen his Pn; 
Ab Willew, Willow ; ab Ne, Willew. 


IL. 


CN WIFI I' teach thee to flow; 
4h Willow, &c. 
And the Waters ſhall riſe to the with my Wor 
| Nuno, &c. * 
I. 


An refleb and painſa? poor Amerer bes, 
Ab Wilkhw, &c. 


4b Willow, &c. w 
IVV. 


To the Nymph my HeartToves, ye ſoft Sambers repair; 
Ab Willew, &c. | 
Spread your downy Wings o'er her,and make her your 
4b Willow, 8c. 
V. " 
Dear Brook, Deere. 
Perhaps thy ſoft Moriurs ! ll er to der. 
4b Willow, ur. ight 


VI. Let 


"7 
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Ah Vill, &c. 

So the Sleep that I loſe brings my Fair One Repoſe. 
| A Willew, &e. 


_- 
But if I am doom'd to be wretched indeed; 
Ah Villa, &c. 
IF the Loſs of my Dear-one, my Love, is decreed ; 
Ab Willow, &c. 
VIII. i 
If no more my ſad nean by thoſeEyes ſhall be char d | 
Ab Willww, &c. 
If the Voice of my Warbler no more ſhall be . 
IX. 
Believe me, thou Fair-onez thou Dear-one, bs 
Ah Willow, &c. | 
Few Sighs to — and ſew Tears will I give. 
4 Wilkew, &c 
One Fate to thy Cabs and thee ſhall be ty'd, 
Hb, Kc. 
And ſoon lay thy Shepherd cloſe by thy cold Side. 
Ab Willow, Kc. 


* 


xl. 4 1 4 

Then run, gentle Brook ; and to laſe thyſelf, hake; 
Ah Willow, Willow. 

Fade thou too, my Willow, this Verſe is my laft : 
Ah Willew, Willow; al Wilkw, Willow. 


Fa 


—  —— a — 2 — — — 
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To the eee 38 
| 3 s. 


HAT Charms in Melody are found 


N To ſoften ev ry Pain! 


How do we catch the 
And feel the ſoothing Strain 


ö 
II. 
Still when I hear thee, Om Fair, 
| I Hake off ey rp ſullen Care, 
| 


. 
Fats 1 


For Sorrow flies thy Voice. 
| III. 
The Seaſons Phileme! obey, 
| Whene'er they hear her fing; 
| And ſhe recaks che Sping. 


| | _ 


* — 


| 8885. The Fair Lala. 


ie er. 
INCE I have long low d yon in vain, 
And dated on ev'ry Feature,; 
if Give me at length but leave to complain 
Of ſo ungrateful a Creature. 


| Tho' I beheld in your wandring Eyes 
1 The wanton Symptoms of OY ; 
Sell I refolv'd againſt being wiſe 
And lov'd you in ſpite of oour changing. 


| 


SHE. 
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Why ſhou'd you blame what Heav'n has made, 
Or find any Fault in Creation? 
is not the Crime of the faithleſs Maid, 

a Cas Nature's Inclination. | 


»Tis not becauſe I love you leſs, 
Or think you not a True-one; 
But if the Truth-I muſt confeſs, 
I always lov'd a New-one. 


To En Wa RWICK on ** Birtb- Day. 


move, 
With Friendſhip, Tenderneſs, Reſpect, and Love; 
The Muſe had wiſh'd, on this returning Day, 
Something moſt worthy of herſelf to ſay: 

To Fove ſhe offer d up an humble Pray'r, 

To take the noble Wax wick to his Care. 

Give him, ſhe ſaid, whate'er diviner Grace 
Adorns the Soul, or beautifies the Face: 

Let manly Conſtancy confirm his Truth, 

And gentleſt Manners crown his blooming Youth. 
Give him to Fame, to Virtue to aſpire, 

Worthy our Songs and thy informing Fire : 

All various Praiſe, all Honors let him prove, 

Let Men admire, and ſighing Virgins love: 

With honeſt Zeal inflame his gen'rous Mind, 

To love his Country and protect Mankind. 
Attentive to her Pray'r, the God reply'd, 

Why doſt thou ask what has not been deny'd? 


Q4 | Fove's 


HEN I; with all that grateful Minds en 


rr DT CCC CO E_—_ 
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Jove's bounteous Hand has laviſh'd all his Pow'r, 


And making what he is, can add no more. 
Yet ſince I joy in what I did create, 


I will prolong the Favorite Wazwick's Fate, 


And lengti:en out his Years to ſome uncommon Date. 


5 


g 


To Lal Jan: WHARTON en ber laber 


the Globe. 


— o'er the Globe, fair Nymph, your 
Searches run, 


And. trace its zolling Circuit: round the Sun, 
You ſeem'd the World beneath you to ſurvey, 
With Eyes ordain'd to give its People Day. 


With two fair Lamps methought your Nations ſhape, 


While ours are — lighted up by One. | 
How did thoſe "orig your. happier Empire gild ? | 
How clothe the flow ry Mead and fruitful Field! 
Vour Earth was in eternal Spring array d. 
And laughing Jey amidſt its Natives play d. 
Such is their Day, but chearleſs is their Night, 
No friendly Moon 1 refledts your abſent Light: 
And Oh! when yet ere many Years are pal, 
Thoſe Beams on other Opjects ſhall be Plac'd, 
When ſome young Hero with reſiſtleſs Art, 


Shall draw thoſe Eyes and warm that Virgi Heart: 


How ſhall your © tact then their Loſs deplore, 
And want thoſe Suns that riſe for them no more ? 
The Bliſs you give will be confin'd to One, 

And for ws your World muſt be undone. 


7. 
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To Mrs, PuLTE®N Er, upon ber going abroad. 


IR'D with the frequent Miſchiefs of her Eyes, 
"To diſtant Climes the fair Belinda flies. 
She ſees her ſpreading Flames conſume around, 
And nat another Conqueſt to be found. 
Secure in foreign Realms at will to reign, 
She leaves her Vaſſals here with proud Diſdain. 
One only Joy which in her Heart ſhe wears, _. 
The dear Companion of her Flight ſhe bears. 
Encas thus a burning Town forſook, 
Thus into Baniſhment his Gods he took : 
But to retrieve his native Troy's Diſgrace, 
Fix d a new Empire in a happier Place. 


— 


5 


——ꝛ — — 
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For the New ee 1716 


Mel mord $8; ad RAS wal 29129) | 
HB... to thee, glorious rifing Year, 
With what uneommon Grace thy Days 1 
Comely art thou in thy Prime, 
Loyely Child of hoary Tine: 
Where thy golden Footſteps.tread,. +. - 
Pleaſures all around thee ſpread ; 
Bliſs and Beauty grace thy Train ; 
Muſe, ſtrike the Lyre to ſome immortal Strain. 
But Oh! what Skill, what Maſter Hand, 
Shall govern or conſtrain the wanton Band! 
Looſe like 2 Verſe they dance, and all without Com- 


ate Set ing, 
Crowd about the ſpeaking Strings ; 
Peace and fiveet Proſperity, 
With ſiniling Love and deathleſs Poeſy. 
. 
Fe skowling Shades who break away, 
Well do ye fly and ſhun the purple Day. 
'r Fiend and Fiend- like Form, 
Black and fullen as a Storm, 


Jealous 
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Jealous Fear, and falſe Surmiſe, 
Danger with her dreadful Eyes, 
Faction, Fury, all are fled, 
And bold Rebellion hides her daring Head. 
Behold, thou gracious Vear, behold, 
To whom thy Treaſures all thou ſhalt unfold, 
For whom thy whiter Days were kept from Times of old ! 
| See thy G ORO x, for this is he! 
On his right Hand, waiting free, 
Britain and fair Liberty : 
Ev'ry Good is in his Face, 
Ev'ry open honeſt Grace. | 
Thou great Plantagenet ! immortal be thy Race! 


III. 
See! the ſacred Scyon ſprings, 
See the glad Promiſe of a Line of Kings! 
Royal Youth ! what Bard divine, 
Equal to a Praiſe like thine, 
Shall in ſome exalted Meaſure 
Sing thee, Britain's deareſt Treafure ? 
Who her Joy in thee ſhall tell, 
Who. the ſprightly Note ſhall ſwell 
His Voice attemp'ring to the tunefal Shell? 
Thee fudenard's recorded Field, * 
Bold in thy brave paternal Band, beheld, 67% 
And ſaw with hopeleſs Heart thy fainting Rival yield; 
Troubled he, with fore Diſmay, * 
To thy ſtronger Fate gave way, 
Safe beneath thy noble Scorn, - 
Wingy footed was he borne, 
Swift as the fleeting Shades upon the golden Corn. 


IV. What 


| 

| 
| 
1 
: 
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. 
| | What Valopr, whatdiſtinguiſh'd Worth, 
From thee ſhall lead the coming Ages forth? 
a Creſted Helms and ſhining Shields, 
Warriors fam' d in foreign Fields; 
Haary Heads with Oliye bound, 
Kings and Lawgivers repown'd ; 
| Crowding ſtill they riſe anew, 
| Beyond the Reach of deep Prophetic View. 
Young AvGaysTvus! never ceaſe! 
Pledge of our preſent and our future Peace, 
Still pour the Bleſſings forth, and give thy great Increaſe, 
All the Stock that Fate ordains 
To ſupply ſucceeding Reigns, 
Whether Glory ſhall inſpire 
Gentler Arts ar martial Fire. 
Still the fair Neſcent ſhall be 
Dear to Abies all, like Thee, | 
| Patrons of righteous Rules, and Foes to Tyranny. 


V. 
Ve golden Lights who ſhine on high, 
| Ye potent Planets who aicend the Sky, 
| Op the op'ning Year diſpenſe 
An your kindeſt Influence; 
Heav'nly Pow'rs be all prepar d 
For our Ca AO L1x4's Guard; 
Short and eaſy be the Pains, 
Which for a Nation's Weal the Heroine ſuſtains. 
_ Pricannia's Angel, be thou near; 
| The growing Race is thy peculiar Care, 
oh ſpread thy facred Wing above the royal Fair, 
Sone by Thee was wafted o'er, 
To the long expecting Shore: 


None 
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None preſuming to withſtand 
| Thy celeſtial armed Hand, 
Wulle his-ſacred Head to ſhade, 
The blended Croſs on * * ſilver — diſplay'd. 


VT. 
But Oh! what other Form divine 
Propitious near the Hero ſeems to {hine ! 
In her ſacred Eyes are ſeen, 
Honor binds her miter'd Brow, 
Faith and Truth beſide her go, 
With Zeal and pure Devotion bending Jow. 
A thouſand Storms around her threat, 
A thouſand Billows roar beneath her Feet, 
While fir d upon a Rock, ſhe keeps her ſtable Seat. 
Still in ſign of ſure Defence, 
Truſt and mutual Confidence, 
On the Monarch, ſtanding by, 33 
Still ſhe bends her gracious Eye, [nigh. 
Nor fears her Foes Approach, while Heav'n and He are 


| VII. 
Hence then with ev'ry anxious Care ! 
Be gone pale Envy, and thou cold Deſpair ! 
Seek ye out a moody Cell, 
Where Deceit and Treaſon dwell ; 
There repining, raging, ſtill 
Th idle Air with Curſes fil; | 
There blaſt the pathleſs Wild, and the bleakNorthern Hill; 
There your Exile vainly moan ; 
There where with Murmurs horrid as your own, 
Beneath the ſweeping Winds, the bending Foreſts groan; 
But thou Hope, with ſmiling Chear, 
Do thou bring the ready Year; 


See 
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; See the Hours ! a choſen Band! 
; See with jocund Looks they ftand, - 
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leads Increaſe and chaſte connubial Love: 
Flora ſweet her Bounty fpreads, | 
© Smelling Gardens, painted Meads; 
Ceres crowns the yellow Plain; 
Pan rewards the Shepherd's Pain ;_ 
All is Plenty, all is Wealth, 
And on. the balmy Air fits Roſy-color'd Health. 
I hear the Mirth, I hear the Land rejoice, 
Like many Waters ſwells the pealing Noiſe, 


While to their Monarch, thus, they raiſe the public Voice. 


'* *- Father of thy Country, hail! 
Always, ev'ry where prevail; 
Pious, valiant, juſt, and wiſe, 
Better Suns for thee ariſe, 

Purer Breezes fan the Skies, 

-.--+ - Rarth in Fruits and Flow'rs is dreſt, 
Joy abounds in ev'ry Breaſt, 
For they Han forthe the Year is bleft. 
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L* 15 flow ry knits by, 
Ever blooming gentle May 
Other Honors now are nigh; 
Other Honors ſee we. pay. | 
Lay thy fi ry Garland: y. & M. 
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e 
Parent of our Hero, thou, 
Groton on Brizaiz didlt below. 


Thee the Trumpet, thee Faule 15 
With the plumy Helm, beco 


Thee the Spear and ſhining Shield, 
With ev'ry Trophy of the warlike Field. 
7 © tia Att.: 
Call zhy bettet Bleflings forth, 
Fer the Honor of his Birth : 
Still, the Voice of loud Commotion, 
Bid the complaining Murmurs ceaſe, 
Lay the Billows of the Ocean ; 
And compoſe the Land in Peace. 
Call thy better, &. 
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* han to thee reſign his 
'Thou ſhalt rule with better Grace : 
ime from thee ſhall wait his Doom, 
lend the'Y ear for ev'ry Ageto come. 


ons 1 #7 {OE ) 
» 1 J a 
Faireſt Month ! in Coſer pride 
Nothing like him canſt thou bring, 
Tho' the Graces ſmile beſide thee; .. 
Tho' thy Bounty gives the Spring. 
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n J. 
All richly in thy fury Mantle clad; 

What Thoughts of Mirth can feeble Age inſpixe, 
To make thy r Joo ſo glad? 


Now I ſee the Reaſon, plain, 
Now I ſee thy jolly Train: 
Snowy-headed Winter leads, 
Spring and Summer next ſucceeds ; 
Yellow Autumn brings the Rear, 
Thou art Father of the Year. 
III. 

While from the froſty mellow d Earth 

Abounding Plenty takes her Birth, 

The conſcious Sire exulting fees 

The Seaſons ſpread their rich Increaſe ; 

So dusky Night and Chaos ſmil'd 

On beauteous Form their lovely Child, 


IN. 
O fair Varisty l 92 
What Bliſs thou doſt fupply! 
The Foul brings forth the Fair 
To deck the changing Year. 
When our old Pleaſures die, 
Some new one ſtill is nigh; 
Oh! fair Variety! 
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Our Paſſions, * turn; 
And pow we laugh, and now we mourn. | — 
Britannia late oppreſs d with Dread, 
Hung her declining drooping Head: 5 
A better Viſage now ſhe wears, ng 
And now at once the quits her Fears y 
. "Strife and War no more ſhe knows, 
Rebel Sons nor foreign Foes. 
VI. 
Saſs: beneath her mighty Maſter, 
In Security the fits; _ $8 | 
Plants her looſe Foundations faſter, | 562 0 r 
And her Sorrows paſt forgets. 3 
„ - 
Happy Iſle ! the Care of Heav'n, 
To the Guardian Hero given, 
Unrepining ſtill obey him, 
Still with Love and Duty pay hn. 
"5.0 =" 
Tho' he parted from thy Shore, © 
While conteſting Kings attend him; 
Cou'd he Britain give thee more 
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HOU faireſt fwectef Daighter e of tle Skies, 
Indulgent, gentle, Life-reftoring Peace | 
With what auſpicious Beauties doſt thou riſe, 
And Britain's new-revolving Janus bleſs >” 
} he np te 
Hoary Winter ſmiles before thee, 
Dances mertfly along 
Hours and Seaſons all adore thee, 
| Fs 
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Ever Goddeſs thus appear, ri f unt! 
Ever lead ene. insod 274 lia. 
I. a [3 141 
In thee the Night, in thee the Day is bleſt; ep 
In thee the deareſt of the purple Eaſt: ws 
'Tis thine, immortal Pleaſures to 1 & i 
Mirth to inſpire, and raiſe the drooping Heart: 

To thee the Pipe and tuneful String belong, 
Thou Theme en Poet's Song. 
+4357 $18. e IV. Das 26:1 bu. 

Awake the * Lyre, 
Le Heliconian Choir, 
Swell ev'ry Note ſtill higher, 
And Melody inſpire 
At Heav'n and Earth's Deſire. ; 
100 V. Hark, 
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Hark, how IN agree, 
With due Colplacency' 3 
Sweet Peace tis all by thee, 
For thou art Harmony. 

VI. 

Who, by Nature's faireſt Creatures, 
Quan deſcribe her heav'nly Features? 
What Compariſon can fit her ? { 
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Sweet are Roſes, ſhe is ſweeter ; 
Light is good, but Peace is better. b. 
Wou'd you ſee her ſuch Fo... 5 4 


Form'd for univerſal Love, 
| Blefi'd by Men and Gods above? 


Wou'd you ev'ry Feature trace, 5 
 Ev'ry ſweetly ſmiling Grace? 


Seck our Cano LINA, ee. 


Peace and Shears Brains lee. 
Fraitful in eternal Pleaſures: A 
Still their Bounty ſhalbincadaſsius,: 1 
Still their ſmiling Offspring bleſs us: 
Happy Day, when each was given 
By rr . 
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And Peace and CAROLIN A crown n the Year. 
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1 
O* touch the String, celeſtial Muſe, and ſay, 
Why are peculiar Times and Seaſons bleſt ? 
Is it in Fate, that one diſtinguiſh'd Day 
Shou'd with more 3 Purple paint the Eaſt? 


Look on Life and: Nature's Race! 
How the careleſs Minutes paſs, 
How they wear a common Face : 
One is what another was ! 
Tiff the happy Hero's Worth 
Bid the Feſtival ftand forth ; 
Till the golden Light he crown, 
Till he mark it for embers 
How had this — Wagen 
Unthought of as the Things that never were; 
Had not our greateſt Ceſar been its Lot, 
And call'd it from — the vulgar Year. 


Now, Nature, be gay | 
In the Pride of thy May, 

To Court let thy Graces repair: | 
Let Flora beſtow 
The Crown from her Brow, 
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Far as on eas or Ce uence goes, 


Let thankful Nations "Uh his Birth, 
And blefs the Author M. the World's Kere 


; VI. 

Let Volga trumblin in Cafrader, 7 A o. 

„And He that gtides Fürs poplar She = 

And Tagus bright in Sands of Gold, 

And Arethuſa, Rivers old, COW 
Their grelt : 'Peliveter fing, ** _ bes HEN 

Not -Danabe thiou whoſe winding Float © n 


So. lopg has blaſt'd with Turti6 Blood. 
To Cæſar ſhalt refuſe a a 
Since now thy Streams De FR 
Run Cryſtal us their Spring. | * 
C H 0 R 8. | 
To mighty God, that heals thy Wounds, 
That names thy Kinge and marks thy Bounds, 
The joyful Voice, O Europe, raiſe; 
In the great Mediatar's Praiſe 
Let all thy various Tongues combine, 
And N, eee beta dn et woll 
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I. 
ING of the Floods, whom friendly Stars ordain 
To fold alternate in thy winding Train, 
The lofty Palace and the fertil Vale; 
King of the Floods, Britamia's Darling, hail ! | 
Hail with the Year ſo well begun, 7 


And bid his each revolving Sun, | 
Taught by thy Streams, in ſmooth Succeſſion run. 
II. 
From thy never - failing Urn 
Flowers bloom and fair increaſe 
With the Seaſons take their Turn; 
From thy tributary Seas 
Tides of various Wealth attend thee; 
Seas and Seaſons all befriend thee. 


III. 
Here on thy Banks to mate the Skies, 
Auguſta's hallow'd Domes ariſe; 
And there thy ample Boſom pours 
Her num'rous Souls and floating Tow'rs ; 
Whoſe Terrors late to vanquiſh'd Spain were known, 
And tna ſhook with Thunder not her own. 
IV. 
Fulleft Flags thou doſt ſuſtain, 
While thy Banks confine thy Courſe ; 
Emblem of our C2/ar's Reign, 
Mingling Clemency and Force. 


V. So 
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| 5 Ne'er ftaln thy Cryſtal with domeſtic Jars : 

B As C= Reign to Britaum ever dear, 
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Care its Load tee, 
Is lull'd to gentle Reſt 7 
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| |} Sweet to Diſtreſs is balmy Sleen 


7 To Sleep auſpicious Dreams, | 

© Thy Meadows, Thames, to feeding Sheep, | 
To Thirſt, thy filver Streams: 8 
3 | More ſweet than all; the Praiſe” IG 
Of Cz/ar's golden Days: . 

| Ceſar's Praiſe is ſweeter ; 

Britain's Pleaſure” greater; 

Still may'Cz/ar's Reign excels | 
Sweet the Praiſe of reigning well. Oy 
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Gentle Fan ever wait, TEEN, 

As now on Britains Mndet Fares 
Crown all our Vows and all thy Gifts beſtow ; 
JÞ Till Time no more renews his Date, 87 
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